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THE LIFE 
or 

WILLIAM JULIUS MICKLE. 



1 HE fither of this poet was the Rev. Alexander 
Mickle, who, exchanging the profession of physic 
for that of divinity, was admitted, at an age more 
advanced than usual, into the ministry of the church 
of Scotland. From that country he removed to 
London, where he preached for some time in va- 
riou'^ dissenting" meetings, particularly that of the 
celebrated Dr. Watts. He was also employed by 
the booksellers in correcting the translation of 
Bayle's Dictionary, to which he is said to have con- 
tributed the greater part of the notes. In 1716, he 
returned to Scotland, on being presented to the 
living of Langholm, in the county of Dumfries ; and 
in 1727 he married Julia, daughter of Mr. Thomas 
Henderson, of Ploughlands, near Edinburgh. By 
this lady, who appears to have died before him, he 
had ten children. 

Our poet, his fourth son, was born Sept. 29, 
1734, and educated at the grammar-school of Lang- 
holm, where he acquired that early taste for works 
of genius which frequently ends, in spite of all ob- 
stacles, in a life devoted to literaiy pursuits. He 
even attempted, when at school, a few devotional 
pieces in rhyme, which, however, were not supe- 
rior to the common run of juvenile compositions. 
About his thirteenth year, he accidentally met \J\\Yv 
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Spen8er*s Faerie Queene, which he studied with so 
much perseverance as produced a lasting impres- 
sion on his mind, and made liim desirous of being 
enrolled among the imitators of that poet. To this 
he joined the reading of Homer and Virgil during 
his education at the high school of Edinburgh, in 
which city his father obtained permission to re- 
side, in consideration of his advanced age and in- 
firmities, and to enable him to give a proper edu- 
cation to his children. 

About two years after the Rev. Mr. Mickle came 
to reside in Edinburgh, upon the death of a bro- 
ther-in-law, a brewer in the neighbourhood of that 
city, he embarked a great part of his fortune in the 
purchase of the brewery, and continued the busi- 
ness in the name of his eldest son. Our poet was 
then taken from sphool, employed as a clerk under 
his father, and, upon coming of age, in 1775, took 
upon him the whole charge and property of the 
business, on condition of granting his father a share 
of the profits during his life, and paying a certain 
sum to his brothers and sisters at stated periods af- 
ter his father's decease, which happened in 1758. 

Young Mickle is said to have entered into these 
engagements more from a sense of filial duty, and 
the peculiar situation of his family, than from any 
inclination to business. He had already contracted 
the habits of literary life : he had begun to feel the 
enthusiasm of a son of the Muses; and while he 
•was storing his mind with the production of former 
poets, and cultivating those branches of elegant 
literature not usually taught at schools at that time, 
he felt the employment too delightful to admit of 
much interruption from the concerns of trade. In 
1761, he contributed, but without his name, two 
charming compositions, entitled Knowledge, 4n 
Ode, and A Night Piece, to a collection of poetry 
published by l3onaldson, a bookseller of Edin- 
burgh. He had also finished a dramatic poem of 
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considerable length, entitled The Death of So- 
crates, and had also begun a poem on Providence, 
when his studies were interrupted by the impor- 
tunities of his creditors. 

The confusion in his affairs was partly occasion- 
ed by his intrusting that to servants which it was 
in their power to abuse without his knowledge, 
and partly by imprudently becoming a joint secu- 
rity, for a considerable sum, with a printer in Edin- 
burgh, to whom one of his brothers was then ap- 
prentice, which, on his failure, Mickle was unable 
to pay. 

in this dilemma, had he at once compounded 
with his creditors, and disponed of the business, as 
he was advised, he might have averted a series of 
anxieties that preyed on his mind for many years. 
But some friends mterposed at this crisis, and pre- 
vailed on his creditors to accept notes of hand in 
lieu of present payment, a measure which, however 
common, is generally futile, and seldom fails to 
increase the embarrassments which it is kindly in- 
tended to alleviate. Accordingly, within a few 
months, Mickle was again insolvent, and almost 
distracted with the nearer view of impending ruin 
ready to fall, not only on himself, but on his whole 
family. His reflections on this occasion, which he 
expressed in a letter to his brother in London, are 
such as do honour to his moral and religious senti- 
ments. 

Perhaps an unreserved acknowledgment of in- 
solvency might not yet have been too late to short- 
en liis sufferings, had not the same friends again 
interfered, and again ])ersimded his creditors to al- 
low him more time to satisfy their demands. This 
interference, as it appeared to be the last that wa.s 
possible, in some degree roused him to a more 
close application to business ; but as business was 
ever secondary in his thoughts, he was induced at 

A2 
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the same time to place considerable reliance on his 
poetical talents, which, as far as known, had been 
encouraged by some critics of acknowledged taste, 
in his own country. He therefore began to re- 
touch and complete his poem on Providence, from 
which he conceived g^eat expectations, and at 
lengpth had it published in London by Becket, in 
August, 1762, under the title of Providence, or 
Arandus and Emil^e. The character g^ven of it 
in the Critical Review, was highly flattering ; but 
the opinion of tlie Monthly, which was then es- 
teemed more decisive, being less satisfactory, be 
determined to appeal to Lord Lyttelton. Accord- 
ing'ly* he sent to this nobleman a letter, dated Ja- 
nuary 21, 1763, under the assumed name of Wil- 
liam Moore, begging his lordship's opinion of his 
poem, "which," he tells him, ** was the work of a 
young man, friendless and unknown ; but that, 
were another edition to have the honour of Lord 
Lyttelton's name at the head of a dedication, such 
a favour would enable him to put it in a much 
better dress than what it then appeared in." He 
concluded with requesting the favour of an answer 
to be left at Seagoe's coffee-house, Holborn. . This 
letter he consigned to the care of his brotlier in 
London, who was to send it in his own hand, and 
call for the answer. The whole was the simple 
contrivance of a young man, unacquainted with the 
real value of the favour he solicited, and who, per- 
haps, had no very distinct ideas of his own expeo 
tation from it. 

But before he could receive any answer, his af- 
fairs became so deranged that, although he expe- 
rienced many instances of friendship and forbear- 
ance, it was no longer possible to avert a bankrupt- 
cy ; and suspecting that one of his creditors intend- 
ed to arrest him for an inconsiderable debt, he was 
under the painful necessity of leaving his home, 
which he did in the month of April, and reached 
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London on the eighth of May. Here, for some 
tiroe, he remained friendless and forlorn, reflecting, 
witJi the utmost poignancy, that he had, in all pro- 
bability, involved his family and friends in irreme- 
dilU>le distress. 

Among other schemes which he hoped might 
eventually succeed in relieving his embarrassments 
he appears to have had some intentions of going to 
Jamaica, but in what capacity, or with what pros- 
pects, he perhaps did not himself know. There was, 
however, no immediate plan so easily practicable, 
by which he could expect, at some distant period, 
to satisfy his creditors ; and the consciousness of 
^is most piunful of all obligations, was felt by him 
in a manner that can be conceived only by minds 
of the nicest honour and most scrupulous integ^ty. 

"While in this perplexity, he was cheered bv a 
letter from Lord Lyttelton, in which his lordship 
assured him, that he thought his genius in poetry 
deserved to be cultivated, but would not advise the 
re -publication of his poem without considerable 
alterations. He declined the offer of a dedication, 
as a thing likely to be of no use to the poet, ** as 
nobody minded dedications," but suggested that it 
might be of some use if he were to come and read 
the poem with his lordship, when they might dis- 
course together upon what he thought its beauties 
and faults. In the mean time, he exhorted Mickle 
to endeavour to acquire greater harmony of versi- 
fication, and to take care that his diction did not 
l(Aier into proscy or become hard by new phrases, or 
words unauthorized by the usage of good authors. 
"Whatever may be thought of Lord Lyttclton's sub- 
sequent conduct, it cannot be denied that this let- 
ter was condescending and friendly ; and it is cer- 
tain, that he readily and zealously performed what 
he had undertaken. 

In answer, Mickle informed him of his real name, 
and inclosed the elegy of Pollio for his advice. 
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This was followed bv another kind letter from Lord 
Lyttelton, in which he gave his opinion, that the 
correction of a few lines would make it as perfect 
«8 any thing of that kind in our language, and pro- 
mised to point out its faults when he nad the plea- 
sure of seeinr the author. An interview accor- 
jdingly took place, in the month of February, 1764, 
when his lordship, after receiving him with the ut- 
most politeness and affability, begged him not to 
be discouraged at such difficulties as a young au- 
thor must naturally expect, but to cultivate his 
very promising poetical powers: and with his 
usual condescension, added, that he would become 
his schoolmaster. Other interviews followed this 
very flattering introduction, at which Mickle read 
with him the poem on Providence, and communi- 
cated his plan of treating more fully a subject of 
so much intricacy, intimating that he had n>und it 
necessary to discard the philosophy of Pope's 
ethics. 

But as, in order to render his talents as soon pro- 
ductive as possible, he had now a wish to publish a 
volume of poems, he sent to his noble fnend that 
on Providence, Pollio, and an Klegy on Mary Queen 
of Scots. This produced a long letter from his 
lordship, in which, after much praise of the two 
former, he declined criticising any part of the Elegy 
on Mary, because he wholly disapproved of the sub- 
ject. He added, with juHtice, that poetry should 
not consecrate what history must condemn ; and in 
the view his lordship had taken of the history of 
Mary, he thought her entitled to pity, but not to 
praise. In this opinion Mickle acquiesced, from 
convenience, if not from conviction, and again sent 
his lordship a copy of Providence, with further im- 
provements, hoping probably that they might be 
the last ; but he had the mortification to receive it 
back from the noble critic so much marked and 
blotted^ that he began to despair of completing it 
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to his satisfaction. He remitted therefore a new 
performance, the Ode on May Day, begging bis 
lordship's opinion " if it could be made proper to 
appear this spring (1765), along with the one already 
approved." 

Whether any answer was returned to this appli- 
cation, we are not told. It is certain no volume of 
poems appeared, and our author beg^an to feel how 
difficult it would be to justify such tardy proceedings 
to those who expected that he should do something 
to provide for himself. He had now been nearly 
two years in London, without any other subsistence 
than what he received from his brothers, or procured 
by contributing to some of the periodical publica- 
tions, particularly the British and St. James Maga- 
zines. All this was scanty and precarious, and his 
hopes of ^eater advantages from his poetical efforts, 
were considerably damped by the fastidious opinions 
of the noble critic who had voluntarily undertaken 
to be his tutor. It now occurred to Mickle to try 
whether his lordship might not serve him essentially 
as a patron, and having still some intention of going 
to Jamaica, he took the liberty to request his lord- 
ship's recommendation to his brother William Henry 
Lyttelton, esq. who was then governor of that 
island. 

Lord Lyttelton so far complied as to write to his 
brother in his favour, at the time when Mickle was 
bent on going to Jamaica ; but the latter had, in the 
meantime, " in order to avoid the dangers attend- 
ing on uncertainty," accepted the ofier of going as 
a merchant's clerk to Carolina, a scheme which, 
being delayed by some accident, he gave up for a 
situation more agreeable to his taste, that of cor- 
rector of the Clarendon press at Oxford. 

To whom he owed this appointment we are not 
told. As it is a situation, however, of moderate 
emolument, and dependant on the printer employ- 
ed, it required no extraordinary interference o^ 
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friends. He removed to Oxford in 1765, am 
1767 published The Concubine, in the mannc 
SpcnHer, which broujcht liim into notice more t 
any thing; hv had yet written. It was attribute* 
some of tiic highest names on the list of Tn 
poets, while he conccaUid his beings the aut! 
We may here remark, that when he publithc 
second edition, in 1778, he chang'ed the nami 
Sir Marty n, as The Concubine conveyed a very 
proper idea both of the subject and spirit of 
poem. 

In the be^inninp^ of 1768, he lost an amiable 
favourite brother, whose death he lamented 
pathetic poem, of which the introduction only 
uecn recovered. Mickle appears to have i 
greatly affected by this event, and to have aoi 
consolation where only it can be found. 

In 1772, he formed that collection of ftig^' 
poetry, which was published in four volumei 
Georee Pearch, bookseller, as a continuatio 
DodsTey*s collection. In this Mickle inserted 
Heng^ist and May, and the Elegy on Mary Que< 
Scots. lie contributed about the same time o 
occasional pieces, both in prose and verse, to 
periodical publications, when he could spare lei 
from his en^^ap^cmcnts at tiie Clarendon press, 
from a more important design which he had 
revolved in his mind, and had at length the i 
lution to carry into effect, in preference to e 
other employment. 

This was his justly celebrated translation of 
Lusiad of Camoens, a poem which he is said to 1 
read when a boy, in Castcra's French transla 
and which, at no g'^eat distance of time, he d( 
mined to familiarize to the £nghsh reader, 
this purpose he studied the Portuguese langfu 
and the history of the poem and of its author, 
without greatly over-rating the genius of Camt 
dwelt on the beauties of the Lusiad, until he ca 
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ibe author's spirit, and became confident that he 
could transfuse it into English, with equal honour 
to his original and to himself. But as it was neces- 
sary that the attention of the English public should 
be drawn to a poem at this time very little known, 
be first published proposals for his translation, to 
be printed by subscription, and afterwards sent a 
small specimen of the fiflh book to be inserted in 
the Gentleman's Magazine. This appeared in the 
Mi^zine for March, 1771, and a few months after 
he printed at Oxford the first book of The Lusiad. 
These specimens were received with indulgence 
sufficient to encourage him to ))rosecute this under- 
taking with spirit, and that lie might enjoy the ad- 
vantage of leisure and quiet, he rcrnupiishcd his 
situation at the Clarendon press, and retired to an 
old mansion occupied by a Mr. Tompkins, a farmer 
at Forest Hill, about five miles from Oxford. Here 
he remained until the end of 1775, at which time 
he was enabled to complete his cngaj^cment with 
his numerous subscribers, and publish the work 
complete in a quarto volume, printed at Oxford. 

With the tiniversal approbation bestowed on 
this work by the critical world lie had every rea- 
son to be satisfied, and the profits he derived from 
the sale were far from inconsiderable to a man in 
his situation: yet the publication was attended 
by unforeseen circumstanceH of a less pleasing 
kind; for he had ag'ain the misfortune to be teased 
by the prospect of hig-h patronage, which again 
ended in disappointment. 

Soon after the publication of The fiUsiad, he re- 
turned to London, and was advised by some, who 
probably in this instance consulted bis fame less 
than his immediate interest, to write a tragedy. 
The profits of a play, although its merit may not 
be very high, arc generally so great that wc ought 
not to be surprised at his acquiescing in this scheme. 
The story of liis tragedy, which was entitled The 
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Hicge of ManNtillcN, wm uken from the Freneh hin* 
tory in the rr if^n of Frai ici» 1 . When complete 1, hit 
friemhi recommf^tidcd it to («timck» who allowed 
itii general merit, but comtiUineil of the want of 
Htftfpr ttiffrAf and rrrArnimcnArA him to take the ad- 
vic(* of Dr. Warton. Thin able critic wa« accord- 
inf(ly railed in, with hifi brother 'lliomaa, and with 
Ifonift the author of DouKlan. In compliance wHh 
their opinion, Micklc nia<le f^reat aherations, and 
'Utonian Warton camently rccommencle<l the trage- 
dy to (iarrick, but in vain, and Mickle, hia hio- 
Ipvpherii inform um, wati mo incensed at thin, that lie 
reiolved to appeal to the judgement of the public 
by printing it. 

llin conduct on thin occasion muftt be ancrihed 
to irritation ariiting from other dijfappointmenta. 
'i'he mere printing would have been harmteii, 
and might have been a profitable experiment* The 
public are not worry to be conntituted the Judge* 
m a matter where their judgment can seldom be 
of much UMe, ftinrc a play may be very pleaaing in 
the cloaet, and yet vary unfit frn* the «tage. It ia 
unneccMiary to nay more of thin play, than that it 
waa afterwards rejected by Mr. Ilarrio and Mr, 
Hheridan, Aitit eontainn many pathetic paanagea 
and irit^renting nituatioim, everv reader will yet 
wmider ttiat, when the author'o fame became eata- 
bliiibed, and when a trial on tlie utage might have 
been ma<le with no great rink, a uticceifion of fiM' 
nagem pcrMnte^l in rrjecting it. 

Ilic fimt edition of the Lu»iad, conMiating of a 
thotitfand copie», had no rapid a »ale, that a aecond 
edition, with improvement*, wan publinhed In 
June, 1778. About the name time, aa he had vet 
no regular mibitifttence, itome meant were empKiy' 
ed, but ineflectiially, to procure him a pennon 
from the crown, aa a man of letters. Dr. I^wth^ 
then llithop of Ix>ndon, had more than once intJ- 
matcfl that he waa readv to admit him into holy 
ordcrif and provide for turn i but Mickle refuaed 
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ihe offer, lest his hitherto uniform support of re- 
vealed relijpon should be imputed to interested 
rootives. This offer was higfal}' honourable to him, 
as it must have proceeded from a knowledge of 
the excellence of his character, and the advantage 
which the church would probably derive from the 
, accession of such a member. Nor was his rejec- 
tion of it less honourable, for he was still poor. 
Although he had received nearly a thousand pounds 
from the sale and for the copyright of The Lu- 
siad, he appropriated all of that sura which he 
could spare from his immediate necessities, to the 
payment of his debts, and the maintenance of his 
sisters. He soon issued proposals for printing an 
edition of his original poems, by subscription, in 
quarto, at one guinea each copy. For this he had 
the encouragement of many friends, and probably 
the result would have been very advantageous ; 
but the steady friendship of the late commodore 
Johnstone relieved him from any further anxiety 
on this account. 

In 17T9, this gentleman being appointed com- 
mander of the Romney man of war, and com- 
modore of a squadron, immediately nominated 
Mickle to be his secretar}-, by which, though only 
a non-commissioned officer, he was entitled to a 
considerable share of prize-money. But what pro- 
bably afforded him most delight, in the commence- 
ment of this new life, was the destination of the 
squadron to the native shores of his favourite 
Camoens, which tlic fame of his translation had 
already reached. On his landing at Lisbon in No- 
vember, 1773, he was received with the utmost 
politeness and respect by Prince don John of Bra- 
ganza, duke of Ls^oens, and was introduced to the 
principal nobility, gentry, and literati of Portugal. 
In May, 1780, tlie Royal Academy of Lisbon ad- 
mitted him a member, and the duke of Braganza, 
who presided on tliat occasion, presented him with 

Vol. XXXir. B 
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Iiig portrait as a token of hiit particular regard. It 
is almost needless to add, that the admirers of 
Mickle owe his beautiful, though neglected poem 
of Almada Hill to this visit. He is also said to have 
employed some of liis leisure hours in collecting 
materials for a history of Portugal, which be did 
not live to prepare for the press. 

On his arrival in Rnglund, in November, 1780^ 
he was appointed joint agent for the disposal of 
the valuable prizes taken during the commodore's 
cruise, and by the profits of this place, and hit 
share of the prize-money, he was enabled to dis- 
charge his debts. This had long been the s^ent 
wish of his heart, the object of all his pursuits, and 
an object which he at length accomplished with 
the strictest honour, and with a satisfaction to his 
own mind the most pure and delightful. 

In 1782, he married Mary, the daughter of Mr. 
Robert Tompkins, with whom he resided in Ox- 
fordshire, while emploved in translating The 
f.usiad. The fortune which he obtained by his 
marriage, and what he acquired under commodore 
Johnstone, would have enabled him to pass the re- 
mainder of his days in ease and independence, and 
with that view he took a house at Wlieatley, near 
Oxford ; but the failure and death of a banker, 
witli whom he was connected us agent for the 
prizes, and a chancery suit in which he engaged 
rather too precipitately, in order to secure a part 
of his wife's fortune, involved him in much ajixietv 
and expense. He still, however, employed hit 
pen on occasional subjects, and contributed essays 
entitled The Fragments of Leo, and some other 
articles, to the European Magazine. His last pro- 
duction was Kskdale Hraes, a song in commemora- 
tion of the place of his birth. 

He died, after a short illness, at Forest Hill, on 
the 28th of October, 1788, and was buried in the 
churchyard of that parish. His character, at drawn 
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by Mr. Isaac Reed and Mr. John Ireland, who knew 
him well, may be adopted with safety. ** He was 
in every point of view a man of the utmost in- 
tegrity; warm in his friendship, and indignant 
omy against vice, irreligion, or meanness. The 
compliment paid by LoM Lyttelton to Thomson, 
might be applied to him with the strictest truth ; 
not a line is to be found in his works, which, dy- 
ing, he would wish to blot. During the greatest 
part of his life, he endured the pressure of a na]> 
TOW fortune without repining, never relaxing in 
his industry to acquire, by honest exertions, 
that independence which at length he enjoyed. 
He did not shine in conversation, nor would any 
person, from his appearance, have been able to 
form a favourable judgment of his talents. A very 
close observer might have passed many hours in 
Mr. Mickle's company, without suspecting that he 
had ever written a line of poetry. A common 
physiognomist would have said that he had an un- 
meaning face. Lavater would have said other- 
wise ; but neither his countenance nor manners 
were such as attract the multitude. When his 
name was announced, he has been more than once 
asked if the translator of Camoens was any rela- 
tion to him. To this he usually answered, with a 
good-natured smile, that they were of the same 
family. Simplicity, unaffected simplicity, was the 
leading feature in his character. The philosophy 
of Voltaire and David Hume was his detestation. 
He could not hear their names with temper. For 
the Bible he had the highest reverence, and never 
sat silent when the doctrines or precepts of the 
gospel were either ridiculed or spoken of with 
contempt." 

In 1794, an edition of his poems was published 
by subscription, with an account of his life, by Mr. 
Ireland. A more full and correct collection of his 
poems appeared in 1807, with a Life, by the Rev. 
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John Sim, who wa» hiii intimate friend wken at 
Oxford, and ha» done ample juatice to hiamemofy. 
AltltouKh there ia no apecica of poetry of which 
lie haa not afforded favourahle apecimena, and 
many atrikinfc intaf^ca and animated deacriptiona 
are diacovctrulile in hia original piecea, and while 
we allow that hia imafpnation ia conaiderably fer- 
tile, hia lanfpiage copioua, and hia vcraiflcation rich 
atul varioua, yet it cannot he denied that there are ' 
too many marka of imitation in all hia minor poema^ 
and tliat hia fame muat reat principany, where it ta 
more than prohable he intended it ahould* on hia 
tranalation of The Luaiad. Thia work ii inferior 
only to Pope'a Iliad. I'ope haa anven an KngUab 
poem of unciucationahle beauty, out we may aay 
witli Kentley, it ia not Homer. Mickle haa not 
only tranafuaed the apirit, hut luia raiaed the cha- 
racter of hia oriKinal. By proaerving the energy, 
elegance, and nre of C^amoeua, he luui given an 
Kngliah Luaiad, a work which, although confcaacd* 
ly borrowed from the I'ortugtieac, haa all the ap- 
pearance of haviii|j; been invented in the language 
in which we find it. In executing thia, indeed, it 
muat be confeaaed that Mickle haa taken more 
hbertica with hia original than the bwa of tranala* 
tion will allow ; but they are of a kind not uaually 
taken by tranalatora, for he haa often introduced 
heautica of hia own equal to any that come from 
the pen of ('amoena. Jn acknowledging that be 
haa taken auch freedom, however, he haa not ape 
cificd the iiidividuul paaaugea, a neglect for which 
aome have pruiaed hia humility, and othera have 
blamed hia injuNtice. Hut with thia exception, he 
haa Kijeceavfully exeeutcd what he tiurpoaed, not 
only to make (;ttmoenH be underatood and reliahed, 
but '*to give u poem that might live in the Kngliah 
language." Nor ought it to be omitted in thia fj^ene- 
ral ehuraeter of The Luaiad, that in hiaprcHminary 
diaaerttttiona, he haa diattngtiiahcd himatlf aa -a 
9c)io)ar, a erilir, and a liiatonnn. 
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KNOWLEDGE. 

JLN" ODE. 
S. Asm. AT. AUCT. II. 

Dueit in errovem Ttriorom ambtge TiarwD. OftD* 

High on a hill's green bosom laid, 
At ease, my careless fancy strayM, 

And o'er the landscape ran : 
Seviv'd, Mrhat scenes the seasons show , 
And weigU'd, what share of joy or woe 

Is doom'd to toiling man. 

The nibbling flocks around me bleat ; 
The oxen lowe beneath my feet, 

Along the clover*d dale ; 
The golden sheaves the reapers bind, 
The ploughman whistles near behind. 

And breaks the new-mown vale. 



« 



Hail, Knowledge, gift of Heaven ! (I cried) 
Ev^i all the g^fts of Heaven beside^ 

Compared to thee, bow low ! 
The blesfflngs of the earth, and air. 
The beasts of fold and forest share. 

But godlike beings khow. 
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** How mean the thort-Hv'd Joys of sente ; 
But how sublime the excellence 

Of wisdom's sacred lore ! 
In death's deep shades what nations lie, 
Vet still can wisdom's piercing eye 

Their mighty deeds explore. 

*< She sees the little Spartan band,' 
With great Leonidas, withstand 

The Asian world in arms ; 
She hears the heavenly sounds that hung 
On Homer's and on Plato's tongue, 

And glows at TuUy's charms. 

" The wondcra of the spacious sky 
She penetrates with Newton's eye, 

And marks the planets roll : 
The human mind with Locke she scans ; 
With Cambray, virtue's fame she fans, 

And lifts to Heaven the soul. 

*' How matter takes ten tliousand forms 
Of metals, plantSi of men and worms. 

She joys to trace with Boyle. 
This life she deems an infant state, 
A gleam, that bodes a life complete, 

Beyond this mortal toil. 

** What numerous ills in life befall ! 
Yet wisdom learns to scorn them all, 

And arms the breast with steel : 
Ev'n Death's pale hce no horror wears ; 
But, ah ! what horrid pangs and fears 

Unknowing wretches ftel ! 
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" That breast excels proud Ophir's mines. 
And fairer than the morning shines, 

Where wisdom's treasures glow : 
But, ah ! how void yon peasant's mind. 
His thoughts how darken'd and conlin'd^ 

Nor cares he more to know. 

" The last two tenants of the ground, 
Of ancient Umes his history bound ; 

Alas ! it scarce goes higher : 
In vain to him is Maro's strain. 
And Shakspeare's magic powers in vain ; 

In vaun is Milton's fire. 

** Nor sun by day, nor stars by night, 
Can give his soul the grand delight 

To trace Almighty power : 
His team thinks just as much as he 
Of nature's vast variety, 

In animal and flower." 

As thus I sung, a solemn sound 
Accosts mine ear ; I look'd around. 

And, lo ! an ancient sage. 
Hard by an ivied oak, stood near. 
That fenc'd the cave, where many a yeai* 

Had been his hermitage. 

His mantle grey flow'd loose beliind, 
His snowy beard wav'd to the wind. 

And added solemn grace ; 
His broad bald front gave dignity, 
Attention mark'd his Uvely eye. 

And peace smil'd in his face*. 
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He beckon'd with bit wrinkled band; 
My ear waa all at hia command. 

And thtia the lage began : 
** Godlike it b to know, I own ; 
But, ob ! bow little can be known 

By poor ibort-sigbted man. 

" Go, mark tbe scboola wbere lettered pride, 
And 0tar-crown'd fdence, boastful guide. 

Display tbeir fairest ligbt ; 
Tbere, led by some pale meteor's ray, 
Tliat leavea tbem oft, the sages stray, 

And grope in endless night. 

^* Of wisdom proud, yon sage exclaimn. 
Virtue and vice are merely names, 

And changing every hour i 
Ashley ! how loud in virtue's praise ! 
Yet Ashley with a kiss betrays^ 

And strips her of her dower. 

** Hark, Bolingbroke bis God arraigns ; 
Hobbes smiles on vice j Descartes maintains 

A godless passive cause : 
See Bayle, oft slily shifting round. 
Would fondly flz on sceptic ground. 

And change, O Truth ! thy laws. 

** And, what tbe joy this lore bestows ? — 
Alas, no joy, no hope it knows 

Above what bestials claim : 
To quench our noblest native fire, 
That bids to nobler worlds aspire, 

Is all its hope, its aim. 
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** Not Afric's wilds, nor Babel's waste, 
Where ignorance her tents hath plac'd, 

More dismal scenes display : 
A scene where virtue sickening dies. 
Where vice to dark extinction flies, 

And spurns the future day. 

'* Wisdom, you boast, to you is given ; 
At night then mark the fires of Heaven, 

And let thy mind explore ; 
Swift as the lightemng let it fly 
From star to star, firom sky to sky. 

Still, still are millioiiB more. 

" The' immense ideas strike the soul 
With pleasing horrw, and control 

Thy wisdom's empty boast : 
W^hat are they ? — Thou canst never say : 
Then silent adoration pay. 

And be in wonder lost. 

" Say, how the self-same roots produce 
The wholesome food and poisonous juice ; 

And adders, balsams yield ? 
How fierce the lurking tiger glares, 
How mild the lusifer with thee shares 

The labours of the field ? 

" Why, growling to his den, retires 
The sullen pard, wliile joy inspires 

Yon happy sportive lambs ? 
Now scattered o'er the hill they stray j 
Now weary of their gambling play. 

All single out their dams. 



" Instinct directs — But what is that ! 
Pond man, thou never canst say what : 

Oh, short thj searches fall 1 
Bjr atuinblin^ chance, and slow degrees. 
The uaeful arts of men increase. 

But this at once is all. 

" A trunk first floats along the deep, 
Lon^ a^s still improve the ship. 

Till she commands the shore i 
But never bird improv'd her nest, 
Each, all at once of powers poaaess'd, 

Which ne'er can rise to more. 

" That down the steep the waters flow. 
That weight descends, we see, we know. 
But why, can ne'er explain ; 

Then, humbly weighing Nature's laws. 
To God's liig^h will ascribe the cause. 
And own thy wisdom vain. 

" For still the more thou know'st, the more 
Shalt thou the vanity deplore 

Ofalllhy soul can find 1 
This life a sickly woful dream, 
A burial of tlie soul will seem, 

A palsy of the mind. 

" Though knowledge scorns tlie peasant's fear, 
Alas 1 it points the secret spear 
(>f many a nameless woe. 
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" How happy then the simple mind 
Of yon unknown and labouring hind, 

Where all is smiling peace ! 
No thoughts of more exalted joy 
His present bliss one hour destroy, 

Nor rob one moment's ease. 

" The stings neglected merit feels, 
The pangs the virtuous man conceals. 

When crush'd by wayward fate ; 
These are not found beneath his roof, 
Against them all securely proof, 

Heaven guards his humble state. 

** Knowledge or wealth to few are given. 
But mark, how just the ways of Heaven ! 

True joy to all is free : 
Nor wealth, nor knowledge, grant the boon ; 
'Tis thine, O Conscience ! thine alone. 

It all belongs to thee. ^ 

" Bless'd in thy smiles the shepherd lives ; 
Gay is his morn ; his evening gives 

Content and sweet repose : 
Without them — ever, ever cloy'd, 
To sage or chief, one weary void 

Is all that life bestows. 

" Then would'st thou, mortal, rise divine. 
Let innocence of soul be thine. 

With active goodness join'd : 
My heart shall then confess thee blessM, 
And, ever lively, joyful taste 

The pleasures of the mind." 
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So spake the gage My he»rt replied,- 

"How poor, how blind, is humaa piidet 

All joy how false and vatn i 
But that from conscious worth which flows. 
Which pvesthe death-bed sweet repose, 

And hopes an after reigi) !" 



ELEGIES. 



^ JVIGHT PIECE, 



The scene u an old chorelhyard, (now the prineiptl itreet of 
the city of Edinborgfa) where the fiimoas Baehanan, and tome 
of the most celebnted penonagei of his age and nation, lie in- 
terred. 



So now, the doors are shut ; the busy hand 
Of industry suspends her toil awhile. 
And solemn silence reigns ; the men of law 
Nor throng the passage to the wrangling bar. 
Nor clients, walking o'er the pavement, curse 
Their cause's long delay. The labourer 
Lies wrapt in sleep, his brawny nerves unbrac'd. 
Gathering new vigour for to-morrow's toil. 
And happy he who sleeps ! Perhaps, just now. 
The modest widow, and the weak old man. 
Fainting with want, recline the languid head ; 
While o'er their riotous debauch, the rout 
Of Bacchanalians, with impetuous laugh. 
Applaud the witless but envenom'd jest. 
VouXXXJV. C 
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Wi]d Toond the gates the dusky wall-flowers creep. 
Where dt liie kmgfats the beauteous dames hare 
Gone is the bower, the g^ot a rain'd heap, [led ; 
Where bays and ivy o'er the fr^^ments spread. 

'Twas here oar sires, exuhinjg' from the fight. 
Great in their bloody arms, march'd o'er the Lea, 

Eying their rescued fields with proud delight ; 
Now lost to them ! and, ah, how chang'd to me ! 

This banlL, the river, and the fanning breeze. 

The dear idea of my Pollio bring ; 
So shone the moon through these soft nodding trees. 

When here we wander*d in the eves of spring. 

When April's smiles the flowery latm adorn. 
And modest cowslips deck tbe streariilet's side ; 

When fragrant orchards to the roseate morn 
Unfold their bloom, in heaven's own colours dy'd ; 

So fair a blossom gentle Pollio wore. 

These were the emblems of his healthful mind ; 
To him the letter'd page display 'd its lore. 

To him bright fancy all her wealth resign'd : 

Ilim, with her purest flames, the Muse endow'd. 
Flames, never to the' illiberal thought allied ; 

The sacred Sistera led where virtue glow'd 
In all her charms ; he saw, he felt, and died. 

Oh, partner of my infant griefs and joys ! 

Big with the scenes now past, my heart o'erflows, 
Bids each endearment, fair as once, to rise. 

And dwells luxurious on her melting woesr* 
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Oft with the rising" sun, when life was new. 
Along the woodland have I roam'd with thee } 

Oft by the moon have brush'd the evening dew. 
When all was fearless innocence and glee. 

The sainted weU, where yon bleak hill declines, 
Has oft been conscious of those happy hours ; 

Bat now the hill, the river crown'd with pines. 
And sainted well^ have lost their cheering powers: 

For thou art gone — My guide, my friend, oh ! where. 
Where hast thou fled, and left me here behind ? 

My tenderest wish, my heart to thee was bare^ 
Oh, now cut off each passage tQ thy mind ! 

How dreaty is the gulf, how dark, how void, 
The trackless shores that never were repast ! 

Dread separation ! on the depth untried 
Hope falters, and the soul recoils aghast. 

Wide round the spacious heavens I cast my eyes ; 

And shall these stars glow with ipimortal fire, 
Still shine the lifeless glories of the skies. 

And could thy bright, thy living soul expire ? 

Far be the thought-^the pleasures most sublime. 
The glow of frieiidahip, and the virtuous tear. 

The towering wish that scorns the bounds of time, 
Chill'd in this vale of death, but languish here : 

So plant the vine on Norway's wintry land. 
The languid stranger feebly buds, and dies; 

Tet there's a clime where virtue shall expand* 
With godlike strength, beneath her native skies. 
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The lonely shepherd on the mountain's &de 
With patience waits the rosy opening day ; 

The mariner, at midnight's darksome tide. 
With cheerful hope expects the morning ray : 

Thus I, on life's storm-beaten ocean tost. 
In mental vision view the happy shore. 

Where PoUio beckons to the peaceful coast, 
Where fate and death divide the friends no more. 

Ohf that some kind, some pitying kindred shade. 
Who now, perhaps, frequents this solemn grove. 

Would tell the awful secrets of the dead. 
And from my eyes the mortal film remove I 

Vain is the wish — ^yet surely not in vain 
Man's bosom glows with that celestial fire. 

Which scorns earth's luxuries, which smiles at pain. 
And wings his spirit with sublime desire. 

To fan this spark of heaven, this ray divine. 
Still, oh, my soul ! still be thy dear employ ; 

Still thus to wander through the shades be thine. 
And swell thy breast with visionary joy : 

So, to the dark-brow'd wood, or sacred mount, 
In ancient days, the holy seers retir'd. 

And, led in vision, drank at Siloe's fount, 
While rising ecstacies their bosoms fir'd ; 

Kestor'd creation bright before them rose, 
The burning deserts smil'd as Eden's plains. 

One friendly shade the wolf and lambkin chose. 
The flowery mountains sung, ** Messiah reigns !" 
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Though fainter raptures mj' cold breast inspire. 
Yet let roe oft frequenX this solemn scene. 

Oft to the Abbey's shattered walls retire, 
Wbi^ time the moonshine dimly gleams between. 

There, where t -e Cross in hoary ruin nods. 
And weeping yews o'ershade th^ lettered stones, 

While nudnight silence wraps these drear abodes. 
And soothes me wandering o'er my kindred bones, 

Ii^t kindled fancy view the glorious morn. 

When from the bursting graves the just shall tiacs 

AU nature smiling, and, by angels borne, 
^essii^'s Cross far bh^dng o'^r the skies. 



MART, qtlEEM OF SCOTS, 



Qaod tihi vitae sondetraxit. 
Fama a^ficiet posthuma laiidi ; 
Noitris kngttm. ti| dolor et honor. 

BUCHANAN. 



Tks balmy zephyrs o'er the woodland stray. 
And gently stir the bosom of the lake : 

1,'he fawns that panting in the covert lay. 
Now through the gloomy park their revels take. 

pale rise the rugged hills that skirt the north. 
The wood glows yellow'd by the evening ra^'s, 

Silent and beauteous flows'the silver Forth, 
And Annan murmuring through the willfi;«(8 
strajTS. 



%ut, ah ! what mean^ this silence iti the grove. 
Where oft the wild notes sooth'd the loye-ftick 
boy ? 

Why cease in Mar3r'8 bowet the songs of love? 
The songfs of love, of innocence, and joy ! 

When bright the lake reflects tbe setting ray. 
The sportive virgins tread the flowery green ; 

Here by the moon full cfk in cheerful May, 
The merry bride-miuds at the dance are seen. 

But who these nymphs that through the copse «f^ 

In robes of white adorned with violet blue ? 
t'ondly with purple flowers they deck yon biei\ 
And wave in solemn pomp the boyghs of yew. 

Supreme in grief, her eye confus'd with woe^ 
A'ppears the Lady of the' aerial train. 

Tall as the sylvan goddess of the bow. 
And fair as she who wept Adonis slain. 

Such was the pomp when Oilead's virgin-banc^ 
Wandering by Judah's flowery mountains, wept^ 

And with faSr Iphis, by the hallowed scrand 
Of Siloe's brook, a mournful sabbath kept. 

fiy the resplendent cros* with thistles twin'd, 
'Tis Gary's guardian Genius lost in woe : 

•* Ah, say, what deepest wrongs have thus combined 
To heave v^itli restless sighs thy breast of snow ? 

*** Oh, stay, ye Diyad^ nor unfinishM fly 

Itour solemn rites ! Here comes no foot profane : 

trhe Muse's son, and hallow'd is his eye, 
4taqp4ore8 your fttay^ implores to join the sti:idilv 



•s 
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" See, from her cheek the glowing Ufe-blush flies ! 

Alas, what faltering sounds of woe be these ! 
Ye nymphs, who fondly watch her languid eyes. 

Oh, say what music will her soul appease !" 

** Resound the solemn dirge, (the nymphs reply) 
And let the turtles moan in Mary*s bower ; 

Let grief indulge her grand sublimity. 
And melancholy wake her melting power; 

•* For art has triumph'd — art that never stood 
On honour's side, or generous transport kpew. 

Has dy'd its haggard hands in Mary's blood. 
And o'er her fame has breath'd its blighting dew. 

** But come, y6 nymphs, ye woodland spirits, come. 
And with funereal flowers your tresses braid. 

While in this hallow'd bower we ndse the tomb, 
And consecrate the song to Mary's shade. 

" O sing what smiles her youthful morning wore, 
Her's every charm, and every loveliest grace, 

When nature's happiest touch could add no more 
Heaven lent an angel's beauty to her face. 

" Oh ! whether by the moss-g^own bushy dell. 
Where from the oak depends the misletoe. 

Where creeping ivy shades the druid's cell. 

Where from the rock the gurgling waters flow ; 

•* Or, whether sportive o'er the cowslip beds. 
You through the fairy dales of Teviot glide. 

Or brush the primrose banks, while Cynthia sheds 
Her silvery light o'er £sk*s translucent tide : 
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Hither, je gentle guardians of the fkir, 
By virtue*s tears, by weeping beauiyt com^ ! 

Unbind the festive robes, unbind the hair. 
And wave the cypress bough at Mary's tomb, 

♦* And, come, ye fleet magicians of the air, 
(The mournful Lady of the chorus cried) 

Tour airy tints of baleful hue prepare, 

And through this grove bid Mary's fortunes glide \ 

<* And let the songs, with solemn harping^ Join'd, 
And wailing notes, unfold the tale of woe !*' 

She spolce, and waking through the breathing wind^ 
From lyres unseen the solemn harpings flow, 

The song began — ** How bright her early mom! 

What lasting joys* her smiling fate portend^! 
To wield the awful British sceptres born ! 

And Gaul's young heir her bridal bed ascends, 

8ee round her bed, light floating on tJie air. 
The little loves their purple wings display; 

When, sudden shrieking at the dismal glare 
Of funeral torches, far they speed ?iw^y, 

Far with the loves each blisHfVil omen speeds. 
Her eighteenth April hears her widowM mot^i). 

The bridal bed the sable hearse succeeds. 

And str .ggling factions shajce her native throne. 

No more a goddess in the swimming dance, 

May'st thou, O Queen ! ihy Ion ely form display ; 

Ko more thy beauty reign the chann of France, 
Nor in Parisian bowers outshine tJ^e day. 
VojL. XXXiV. J) 
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For the cold north the trembling sails are spread ; 

Ah, what drear horrors gliding through thy breast 
While from thy weeping eyes fair Gallia fled, 

Thy future woes in boding sighs confess'd !• 

< • 

A nation stern, and stubborn to command. 

And now convulsM with faction's fiercest ragpe. 

Commits its sceptre to thy gentle hand. 

And asks a bridle from thy tender age.' 



» 



As weeping thus they sung, the omens rose. 
Her native shore receives the mournful Queen : 

November wind o'er the bare landscape blows. 
In hazy gloom the sea-wave skirts the scene. 

The House of Holy Rood, in sullen state, 
Bleak in the shade of rude pil'd rocks appears ; 

Cold on the mountains side, type of her fate. 
Its shatter'd walls a Romish chapel rears. 

No nodding grove here waves the sheltering bough 
O'er the dark vale, prophetic of her reign : 

Beneath the curving mountain's crag^ brow 
The dreary echoes to the gales complain. 

* The nnluppy M«ry« in ber infancj, wat sent to France to the 
care of her mother's fiunily, the Houte of Gaiae. The Frenek 
* coQit was at that time the gayest and most gallant of Europe. 
Here the Prtncen of Scothind was educated with aU the :listine> 
tion due to her hi|^ rank; and as soon as years wonftl aHow,she 
«M married to the Dauphin, afterwards Francis II, and on the 
death of this monarch, %htch closed a short reign, the politics o 
die Hoase of Guise reqairi d the return of the young Queen t 
Scotland. She left France with tears, and tBeotmoat reluctance 
and on her hading in her natire kingdom, the different appea 
•noe of tho country awakened all her regrei, and affected b 
with a melueholy whkh scMitd to forebode her fiiture uMi 

tIBCf. 
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Beneath the gloomy clouds of rolling imoke« 
The high-pil'd eity rears her gothic towers ; 

The stem-brow'd castle, from his lofty rock, 
I.ook8 scornful down, and fix'd defiance lours/ 

Domestic bliss, that dear, that sovereign joy. 
Far from her heart was seen to speed away ; 

Straight dark-brow'd factions entering in, destroy 
The seeds of peace, and mark her for their prey. 

No more by moonshine to the nuptial bower 
Her Francis comes, by love's sof^ fetters led ; 

Far other spouse now wakes her midnight hour,! 
Enrag'd, and reeking from the harlot's bed. 

** Ah ! draw the veil !" shrill trembles through the 
air: — 

The veil was drawn — but darker scenes arose. 
Another nuptial couch:^ the fates prepare. 

The baleful teeming source of deeper woes. 

The bridal torch her evil angel wav'd. 

Far from the couch offended prudence fled; 

Of deepest crimes deceitful faction rav'd. 
And rous'd her trembling from the fatal bed. 

* These circomstanees, descriptire of the environs of Holf 
Rood House, are local ; yet, however dreary the unimproved 
November view may appear, the connoisseur in gardening will 
perceive ihkt plantation, and the efforts of art, could easily con- 
vert the prospect into au agreeable and most romantiv summf r 
landscape. 

t Lord Darnley, the handsomest man of his age, but a worth- 
less debauchee, of no abilities. 

t Her marriage with the Earl of Bothweli, an unprincipled 
politician, of great address. 
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The hitids al*e seen in arms, and glilterinjj spears, 
tnste&d of crooks, the Grampian shepherds wield; 

tan£kti(S rage the ploughman's visage wears. 
And red with slaughter lies the harvest field. 

fVoTti Borthwick-field, deserted and forlorn. 
The beauteous Queen, all tears^ is seen to fly ; 

NoW) through the streets* a weeping captive bome^ 
Her woe the triumph of the vulgar eye. 

Again, the vision shifls the woful scene; 

Again, forlorn, from rebel arms she flies^ 
And, Unsuspecting, on a sister-Queen, 

The lovely injured fugitive relies. 

tVheh Wisdom, baifled, owns the' attempt in vain» 
Heaven oft delights to set the virtuous free ; 

Borne friehd appears, and breaks affliction's chun : 
ISut) ah, no generous friend appears for thee ! 

A prisOn^s ghastly walls and grated cells 
Deform'd the airy scenery as it past ; 

The haunt where listless melancholy dwells, 
Where every genial feeling sinks aghast. 

Kb female eye her sickly bed to tend !f 
** Ah, cease to tell it in the female ear ! 

A woman's stern command ! a pruffer'd friend ! 
Oh, generous passion, peace ; forbear, forbear ! 

* When she wa« hroiigfat prinmer throuirh the ureeU of Edili^ 
bargh, she sutfered almuat ere ry indignity which an outragfoai 
mob eouM offer. Her person was hnhn bed with inire, and betf 
Mr Insulted with e^ery term nf viilgar abuse. Even Buchanan 
feeems to drop a tear when he relates ihe<ie ciroumilMieet. 
TUa ia aeeoidiDg to the truth of history. 
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**■ And coald, oh, Tudor ! could thy lieait retiin 
No softening thought of what thy woes had been, 

When thou, the heir of England's crown» in Tain 
Didst sue the mercy of a tyrant Queen ? 

'* And could no pang from tender memory wake. 
And feel thosewoes that once had been thine own; 

No pleading tear to drop for Mary's sake. 

For Mary's sake, the heir of EAgland's throne ? 

''Alas ! no pleading touch thy memory knew : 
Dried were the tears which for thyself had flow'd; 

Dark politics alone engaged thy view ; 
With female jealousy thy bosom glow'd ! 

** And say, did wisdom own thy stem command ? 

Di(| honour wave his banner o'er the deed ? 
Ah — Mary's fate thy name shall ever brand. 

And ever o'er her woes shall pity bleed. 

** The babe that prattled on his nurse's knee, 
When first thy woful captive hours began. 

Ere Heaven, ah, hapless Mary ! set thee free. 
That babe to battle march'd in arms — a man." 

An awful pause ensues — With speaking eyes. 
And hands half-rais'd, the guardian wood-nymphs 
wait ; 

While, slow and sad, the aiiy scenes arise, 

Stain'd with the last deep woes of Mary's fate. 

With dreary black hung round the hall appears. 
The thirsty saw-dust strews the marble floor,  

Blue gleams the axe, the block its shoulders rears,. 
And pikes and halberds guard the iron door. 

D2 
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The clouded rtioon her dreary glimpses slicd. 
And Mary's maids, a mournful train, pass by( 

Languid they walk, and pensive bang the bead. 
And silent tears pace down from every eye. 

Berene, and nobly mild, appears the Queen ; 

She smiles on Heaven, and bows the injured head i 
*rhe axe is lifted-—^ — From the deuthful scene 

The guardians turn'd, and all the picture fled — 

it fled : the wood-nymphs o*er the distant lawn^ 
As rapt in vision, dart their earnest eyes ; 

iBo when the huntsman hears the rattling fawn^ 
He stands impatient of the starting prize. 

The Aovel'eign dame her awful eye-balls roll*dj 
As Cuma^s maid when by the god inspired ; 

** The depth of ages to my sight unfold, 

(She cries) and Mary's meed my breast has fir*d» 

" On Tudor's throne her sons shall ever reign. 
Age after age shiJl see their flag unfurl'd. 

With sovereign pride, wherever roars the main. 
Stream to the wind^ and awe the trembling world. 

" Nor Britain^s sceptre shall they wield alone. 
Age after age, through lengthening time,shall see 

Her branching race on Europe's every throne^ 
And either India bend to them the knee. 

** But Tudor, as a fruitless gourd, shall die ! 

I see her death scene ! — On the lowly floor 
Dreary she sits ; cold grief has glaz'd her eye. 

And anguish gnaws her, till she breathes no iiiorck 



^But hark! loud howling through the midnight 

gloom, 
^ Faction is rous'd, and sends the baleful yell ! 
Dh, save ! ye generpus few, your Mary's tomb $ 
Oh, save her ashes from the baleful spell ! 

" And, lo, where Time> with brightenM face serene> 
Points to yon far, but glorious opening sky ; 

See Truth walk forth, majestic awful Queen ! 
And party's blackening mists before her fly. 

** Falsehood, unmaskM, withdraws her ugly train ; 

And Mary's virtues all illustrious shine — 
Yes, thou hast fViends, the godlike and humane 

Of latest ages, injur'd Queen, are thine."* 

The milky splendours of the dawning ray. 

Now through the grove a trembling radiance shed; 

With sprightly note the wood-lark hail'd the day> 
And with the moonshine all the vision fled. 



• The author of this littlie If^oem to the meAioty of an anhap> 
py Princess, is unwilling to enter into the controversy resfieet- 
ing her guilt or her innocence. S<jffiee it only to obier\'e, that the 
fo lowing facts may be proved to demonstration :— The Lt^trers, 
which have always been e<i>eerae«1 the principal proofs of (^ueen 
Mary's guilt, are forged. Buchanan, on whose authority Fran« 
CIS and other historians have condemned her, has falsified seve- 
ral circumstances of her history, and h^s cited against her pub- 
lic recoids which never existed, as has been lately proved to 
deinonstratioQ. And to add no more, the treatment she received 
fruin her illustrioos Cousin, was dictated by a policy trul> Ma- 
dujiveliau— 11 policy which trampled on the obligations of bo* 
Mour, of humanity, and morality. From whence it may be 
inferred, that, to express the indignation at the cruel ireatirent 
of Mary, which history must ever inspire, and to drop a fear 
over her suflerings, is not unworthy of a \M:Ur who would ap» 
pear ia the cause of viitue. 
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LIBERTY: 

▲ir SIEGT TO THE MEMORY OF HIS BOTAL HieHlTESSy 
FRSDEBIC, LATE PRINCE OF WALES. 



Carmiim tum meliai cum renerit ipte cananas. 

YCRG. 



The wood-lark wakes, the throstle hails the dawn. 
The lambkins bleating pour along the green ; 

In festive pomp, advancing o'er the lawn. 
The nymphs of Liberty surround their Queen. 

Embosom'd in a g^ove her temple rose, 

Where oaks and laurels form'd a grateful shade ; 

Her walks adorn'd with every flower that blows. 
Her walks where with Uie Loves the Muses 
play'd. 

In awful state, on Parian columns rais'd. 

With silver palms entwin'd, appear'd the throne. 

In heaven's own colours, where the altars blaz'd. 
The glories of her reign illustrious shone. 

The first of times their native joys display ! 

Beneath his vine the rural patriarch sleeps ; 
The cattle o'er the boundless common stray. 

And nature one unblemish'd sabbath keeps. 

There o'er the landscaj)e dark ambition lowers & 
From council deep the awful patriots rise $ 

Their sudden vengeance blasts the traitor's towers. 
And prostrate in the dust the tyrant lies. 



Here shone thy heroes, Greece, thy fathers, Rome* 
£re Persian luxe your better times defac'd ; 

But shone not all whose deeds your pride would 
plume. 
Here Brutus lowered in shades ambiguous cast. 

A gloomy horror there invests the skies : 

'l*is there your polish'd chiefs their trophies raise ( 

With mingled grief and rage the native eyes 
Wide o'er his fields the hostile standards blaze ; 

His wife, his altars, babes, and hoary sire. 

Rush on his thought»-^the battle fires his breast ; 

Thus glows, Caractacus, thy noble ire. 

With all the goddess in thy mien confessed. 

With holy mitre crown'd, and awful eye. 

There Mattathias frowns, and points the place 

Where low on earth his country's altars lie, 
And bids his sons revenge ihe foul disgrace. 

The barbed spears seem trembling in their hands^ 
While ardour kindling in their eye-balls glows ; 

With sword half drawn the godlike Judas stands. 
And victory fires his soul, and marks the foes. 

Fair o'er the rest the shrine of Alfred shone. 
From Gothic nigiit the Muses guard his toils ; 

There juries sit ; the laws support his throne. 
And freedom o'er the piece triumphant smiles* 

High o'er the dome the festive standard flows. 
The nymphs obey the sign, ai'd leave the dells 

Where blooms the lilac, where the wild rose blows, 
Where hermit peace with mild contentment 
dwells. 
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Sublime as Pallas, arm'd with helm and speai', 
' (The tyrant's dread) the g^oddess march'd along ; 
Bare wsis one knee, one snowy breast was bare. 
The bow and quiver o'er her shoulder hung. 

Her woodland train in solemn pomp she led, 
(The Muse beheld them trip the sacred ground) 

Fair freedom o'er their mien its graces shed, » 
Their brows with oak and purple blossoms bound. 

The rocky clifTs and winding dales reply, 

While to their queen they raise the votiTe stnun ; 

** Wide o'er the world," they sung, ** from sky to 
Extend, O goddess, thy benignant reig^. [sky, 

** Though constant symmer clothes the Indian soil. 
Though Java's spicy fields embalm the gale. 

Though Ganges sees unbidden harvests ^mile. 
All, all these sweets without thee nought avail. 

** The fainting native eyes with dumb despair 
The swelling clusters of the bending vine. 

The fruitful lawns confess his toilful care, 
Alas ! the Iruits his languid hopes resign ! 

" On Tig^s' banks still rise the palmy g^roves. 
And still Euphrates boasts his fertile plains ; 

Ah ! vain the boast — 'tis there the murd'rer roves, 
*Tis there wild terror solitary reigns ! 

'<0n Tadmore's site the lonely shepherd standi 
And as he views the solemn waste around. 

With eager watch explores the Turkish bands^ 
And dreads the plund'rer's rage in every 3ound« 
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^'Betuni, O qaeen, O patroness of joy ! 

With ancient splendour to thy Greece return : 
Ignoble slaves thy once loy'd seats destroy. 

On Pindus^ thee, the silent Muses mourn I 

"Nor Po's fair banks, nor Baia's sands invite ; 

Fallen genius there her broken urns deplores -, 
Nor Gallia's fairest landscapes please the sight,— 

Thy dictates exil'd from her hostile shores. 

"But o'er the realms, where thy mild influence 
beams. 

O'er Britain's plains, the Muse delighted roves, 
Delighted wanders o'er the banks of Thames, 

Or rests secure in Clifden's rural groves. 

<* There by the dawn, elate with lightsome glee. 
The joyous shepherd and the hind are seen. 

The voice of mirth, when evening shades the lea, 
Heard loud and natural o'er the village-g^een. 

** No tyrant there the peasant's field invades. 
Secure the fold, his labour all his own ; 

No ravisher profanes his osier shades, ^ 
His labours wealth and independence crown.'' 

'Twas thus the chorus struck the Muse's ear 
As through Elysian shades she sportive rov'd— 

The British nymphs in mournful pomp appear, ^ 
The British nymphs to freedom best belov'd. 

Loose to the wind their snow-white vestments flow. 
The cypress binds their locks with darksome 
green ; 
Yet grateful raptures mid their sorrows flow, 
While thus with Fred'ric's praise they hail the^r 
Queen. 
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** *Twas not in vain thy dictates swelPd his breast, 
Twas not in vain he vow'd his heart to thee; 

Fair midst thy heroes stands his name confessed, 
The friend of men, the patron of the free. 

** Though cypress now his lowly bed adorns. 

Though long ere eve at life's bright noon he fell, 

Yet shall the song, oft as this day returns. 
At freedom's shrine his happy labours tell, 

** The drooping spirit of a downward age 

Beneath his smile with ancient splendour rose. 

Corruption blasted, fled his virtuous rage. 

And Britain triumph'd o'er her bosom foes.-— 

** Oh ! whether, sportive o'er the cowslip beds, 
You through the haunted dells of Mona glide. 

Or brush the upland lea when Cynthia shed9 
Her silver light on Snowdon's hoary side. 

** Hither, ye British Muses, grateful come. 

And strew your choicest flowers on Fred'ric's 
bier ! 

*Tis Liberty's own nymph^ that raise the tomb. 
While o'er her Son the goddess drops a tear. 

•* Fair tp his name your votive altars raise ; 
Your bowers he rear'd, to him your strains 
belong; 
Even virtue joins to g^n the Muse's praise, 
Him loves the Muse whose deeds demand the 
song !" 
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OH THS DIATH OF 

THE PBIA'CESS DOWAGER OF WALES. 

IK 1772. 

Aspers'd by malice and unmanly rage. 
Disgraceful stamp on this flagitious age. 
In conscious innocence secur'd from blame ; 
She sigh'd — but only sigh'd o'er Britun's shame : 
She saw her children throng their early tomb, 
Disease slow wasting fade her Glo'ster's bloom ! 
She saw — but death appeared a friendly guest, 
His arrow pointing to the realms of rest ! 
Calmly she views him, dauntless and resign'd. 
Yet drops one tear for those she leaves behind. 

Warm from the heart these honest numbers flow 
AVhich honour, truth, and gratitude bestow. 



EPITAPH 



Oir GSir£RAL WOLFE, 

Sioki at Quebec, 1759; aged 34. 

Bbitoit, approach with awe this sacred shrine. 
And if the Father's sacred name be thine. 
If thou hast mark'd thy stripling's cheeks to glow 
"When war was mentioned, or the Gallic foe. 
If shining arms his infant sports employ. 
And warm his rage — here bring the warlike boy. 
Vol. XXXJy. E 
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Here let him stand, whilst thou enrapt shalt tell 
How foujcht the glorious Wolfe, how glorious fell : 
Then, when thou mark'st his bursting ardours rise. 
And all the warrior flasHing in his eyes. 
Catch his young hand, and while he lifts it here, 
By Wolfe's great soul the future Wolfe shall swear 
Eternal hate against the faithless Gaul, 
Like Wolfe to conquer, or like Wolfe to fall. 

What future Hannibals shall England see 
Rais'd and inspired, O gallant Wolfe, by thee 1 



EPITM^Il 

OV JOHSr BAMILTOIT MOBTIVSB, R. A. 

iyh9 died In 1770, at the age ^ 40. 

O'sB Angelo's proud tomb no tear was shed ; 
PleasM was each Muse, for full his honours spread: 
To bear his genius to its utmost shore. 
The length of human days could g^ve no more. 

Oh, Mortimer ! o'er thy untimely urn, 
The Arts and all the gentle Muses mourn ; 
And shades of English heroes gliding by, 
Heave o'er thy shrine the languid hopeless sigh. 
Thine all the breathing rage of bold design. 
And all the poetry of painting thine. 
Oh ! long had thy meridian sun to blaze. 
And, onward, hovering in its magic rays. 
What visions rose ! — Fair England's patriots old^ 
Monarchs of proudest fame, and barons bold. 
In the fir'd moments of their bravest strife, 
Jiursting beneath thy hand again to life ! 
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So shone thy noon — when one dim void profound 
Rush'd on, and shapeless darkness closM around. 
Alas ! while ghosts of heroes round thy tomb, 
Rob'd of their hope, bewail the Artist's doom, 
Thy friend, O Mortimer, in grief sincere. 
Pours o'er the man sad memory's silent tear ; 
And in the fond remembrance of thy heart. 
Forgets the honours of thy wondrous art. 



TO THX MEMORT OF 

COMMODORE JOHJ^STOJSTE* 

Thbouoh life's tempestuous sea to thee 'twas g^ven 
Thy course to steer, yet still preserv'd by Heaven; 
As childhood clos'd thy ceaseless toils began. 
And toils and dangers ripen'd thee to man : 
Thy country's cause thy ardent youth inspir*d. 
Thy ripen'd years thy country's dangers fir*d ; 

* George Johnstone was one of the yoanger ions of Sir Wil- 
liam Johnstone, Bart. Dumfriesshire, and early devoted himself 
to the sea service. After passing through the subordinate sta- 
tions, he was, on the 6th ot February, 1760, appointed master 
and commander; and on the 11th of August, 1762, was advanced 
to be a captain in his Majesty's service. On the peace, which 
soon after succeeded, he was nominated governor of West Flo- 
rida, where be resided for some time. Returning to Ei.gland, 
he took a very active part in the affairs of the Kast India < om- 
pany, particularly in opposition to Lord Clive. In 1766 he was 
•upiMMed to have contributed very muterially to a pamphlet, en- 
titled, •* A Letter to the Proprietors of Rest India Stock, from 
John Jolmstone, Esq. one of the Council at Calcutta, Bengal,'' 
8to, and in 1771, he is known to have written *• Thought* on 
our Acquisitions in the East Indies, particularly respecting Beti< 
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All life to trace the councils of the foe, 
All zealous life to ward the lifted blow.* 

When dubious peace, in gilded clouds an*ay'd, 
Fair o'er Britannia threw her painted shade. 
Thy active mind illiberal ease disdain'd ; 
Forth burst the senator, unaw'd, unstain'd ! 
By private aim unwarp'd as generous youth. 
Thy ear still listening to the voice of truth, 
That sacred power thy bursting warmth control'd, 
And bade thee at her side be only bold. 
Nor toils of state alone thy cares employ M ; 
The Muses in thy sunshine glow'd and joy'd. 

When filial strife unsheath'd the ruthless brand. 

And discord rioted on Salem's strand, 

< 

gml,** 8vo. In 1773 he was a candidate for the Directonhip, in 
which he did not succeed. He wai choaen into ParUa'vent, 
thrmigh the interest of Sir James Lowther, for Cockexmoutb, 
and in 1774 for Appleby. In ihe course of hb parliamentary 
duTv, he threw out soint- reflections on Lord George Germaine, 
(afterwRrd* Viwount Sackville) which occasioued a duel between 
th*f(ii oil ihe 17th of December, 1770. He afterwards was named 
one of the couinnssioners to treat with Antenea, and went there, 
but without suceeis. In 1770 he resumed his naval employment* 
and distiuguished himself by hb bravery and conduct. He died 
May 24, 1787. 

* 'I'he Commodore wns remarkably happy in procuring intek 
ligcfice. He sent the firn notice of the Spanish declaratifin of 
Mrar in 17A1 to Admiral Rodney, then commanding in the West 
Indies, in consequence of which the Uavanna was taken He 
lenr alto the Arst account of (he sniling And destination tor the 
West Indies of the <rand Spanish fleet in 1780 <o Admiral Rod- 
ney, then -tUo comiuAnder on that station. In consequence of 
thb iiitell.gence, many of 'he Span'<»h transports were taken, 
and the o|»t-ra itns of h<* cxmNnied force uf Fiunce and Spain in 
the WeM Indies retarded for that sca>oii. 
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Thy hands to Salem's strand the olive bore, 
Alas ! denied — and liberal peace no more 
Smil'd on the crest of hope ; thy country's weal 
Agtun to action wak'd the patriot zeal ; 
Old Tagus saw the British red-cross stream 
O'er GalUa's lilies, and the tawny gleam 
Of proud Iberia's castles : Belgia mourn'd 
Her broken faith, and Afric's shores return'd.* 
Her Lisboan groans for British friendship spurn'd. 

Again life's tempest beaten ocean roar'd, 
And round thy head the mists of faction pour'd ; 
Dark lour'd the storm ; but Heaven's own light 

rose mild. 
And rescued honour on thy death-bed smil'd,f 
Soft shedding peaceful joy ; the blissful sign, 
That Heaven's forgiveness and its balm were thine. 

All hail, sooth'd shade ! The Muse that own'd thy 
care 
Hails thee, and blesses Heaven that heard her pray'r. 
For ever green the laurel o'er thy tomb 
Shall flourish, ever white its flowery bloom ; 
And gratitude, oh Johnstone ! round thy shrine. 
And friendship, heave the sigh, and thy fair wreath 
entwine. 

* Alluding^ to the French and Dutch prizes he sent into the 
Tagus in 1779 and 1780, and to his capture of four Dutch India- 
men in Saldanna-bay, in 1781. 

f Alluding to the sentence against him in the cause of Captain 
Sutton, being reversed by the House of Lord«, the account of 
which he received about twenty^foor hours before his death. 

E 2 
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ijsrscRiPTiojsr oj^ Msr obelisk, 

▲T LANGFORD IX WILTS, 

The seat 9fthe Earl of Radnor^ eommem^rating the unfortunate /ate 
t/Mr, SendtOonf toho ivasformerly inposMtstion of that Estate, 

While o'er these lawns thine eye delighted strays. 
Allow a pause to hear the tale of woe ; 
Here stood the parent elm in elder days, 

Here o'er its Lord slow wav'd the wither'd boug^h. 
While pale and cold his famish'd cheek full low 
On the rude turf in death's last swooning lay. 

Ev'n now methinks his anguish'd look I see. 
As by the menials taunted from the door ; 

Fainting he wander'd — ^then beneath the tree 
Sunk down — sweet Heaven, what pangs his 
bosom tore. 

When o'er yon lordly dome, his own no more. 
He roU'd his dying eyes. — Ah ! what compare 

To this the lessons taught of sages hoar ? 

By his mad revels, by the gilded snare. 

By all thy hopes of joy, oh fortuned* c/J/d; beware! 



SJLCKKB TO TMh 

HEIBS OF BAnXOR CASTLE, 

O Thou, whose hopes these fair domains inspire. 
The awfii] lesson here bestowed attend, 

"With pensire eve here let thjr steps retire, 

'V^'hat time rapt fimcr's shadoift'y forms descend. 

Hark ! from yon hall as headlong' waste punreys. 
What Bacchanalian revels loud resound. 

With festive fires the midnight windows blaze, 
And«feves^d tumult reels his giddy round. 

'Tis past — ^the manaon owns anotlier Lord, 
The ousted heir, so riotous erewhile. 

Now sits a suppliant at his wonted board. 
Insulted by the base-born menials' smile. 

By the base menials taunted from the door. 
With ang^uish'd heart resistless of his woe. 

Forlorn he strays those lawns, his own no more. 
Unknowing where, on trembling knees and slow ; 

Till here, beneath an aged elm's bleak shade. 
Fainting he sinks — Ah ! let thy mind descry. 

On the cold turf, how low his humbled head. 
On yon fair dome how fix'd his ghastly eye. 

By his mad revels, by his last heart-sigh, [heir, 
Oh, thou, of these proud towers the promisM 

By every manly virtue's holy tie, 
By honour's fairest bloom, oh fortune's child, be- 
^va^e I 
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IIEKOIST JlJ^D MET, 



H-jtc novimui ene niblU « « 



Ijr ancient days when Arthur reigpn'd, 

Sir Elmer had no peer ; 
And no younpf knight in all the land, 

The ladies lovM so dear. 

His sister Mcy, the fairest maid 

Of all the virgin train, 
Won every heart at Arthur's court ; 

But all their love was vain. 

In vain they lovM, in vain they vow'd, 
Her heart they could not move ; 

Yet at the evening hour of prayer 
Her mind was lost in love. 

The Abbess saw — the Abbess knew, 

And urg'd her to explain : 
" O name the gentle youth to mc, 

And his consent Til gain," 



•* His name— liov can 1 aj ? 
An amgel from the fields abore 
Hms nf>t mj heart avay. 

** Bat once, abs ! and never Bore, 

His loTely form 1 spied ; 
One evening by tlie aoan^Bg shore. 

All by the green wood side. 
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His eyes to miiie Ike hure oo«fes8'd» 
That glow'd with mildat grace; 
His courtly mien and purple Test 
Bespoke his princely race. 

** But when he heard my brother's horot 

Fast to his ships he fled ; 
Tet while I sleep, his graceful form 

Still hovers round my bed. 

** Sometimes, all clad in armour bright. 

He shakes a warlike lance ; 
And now, in courtly garments dight, 

He leads the sprightly dance. 

** His hair, as black as raven's wing ; 

His skin — as Christinas snow ; 
His checks outvie the blush ot* morn, 

His lips like rose-buds glow. 

** His limbs, his arms his stature, shapM 

By Nature's finest hand ; 
Uis sparkUng eyes declare him born 

To love, and to command.'' 
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The live-long' year fair Mey bemoan M 

Her hopeless pining love : 
But when the balmy spring returned, 

An4 summer cloth'd the grove ; 

All round by pleasant Humberts side 

The Saxon banners flew, 
And to Sir Elmer's castle-gates 

The spear-men came in view. 

Fair blush'd the mom, when Mey look'd o'ei 

The castle walls so sheen ; 
And lo ! the warlike Saxon youth 

Were sporting on the g^een. 

There Hengist, OfFa's eldest son, 

Lean'd on his burnish'd lance. 
And all the armed youth around 

Obey'd his manly glance. 

His locks, as black as raven's wing, 

Adown his shoulders flow'd ; 
His cheeks outvied the blush of morn. 

His lips like rose-buds glow'd. 

And soon the lovely form of Mey 

Has caught his piercing eyes ; 
He g^ves the sign, the bands retire, 

While big with love he sighs ; 

'* Oh ! thou for whom I dar'd the seas. 

And came with peace or war ; 
Oh, by that cross Uiat veils thy breast, 

Believe thy lover's care ! 



" For thee I'll quit my fWthcr^ Uirano > 
Willi tboo the wild* explore I 

Or wiUi thoo iliare the BrltJah orairni 
With thee tiie crow adore." 

Ociirulh the ilmuniu* vlrirln blu*h. 
With love'* >ult WBrmtli ihe jfUivt i 

So blushing tliroufcli the dewa uf mam 
Apprin the* npening ro«e. 

'lVt« now the hoiir of morning pnyer, 

Wh«ii men their lin* bewiii, 
Anil Klmer licani King Artliur*! harni 

Blirili BuuiidinK tlii'uu^i the dale. 

The pcKFly teui, ttom Me/« bright eyci, 
Like April dew-drop* (all,  

Wlii'ii with a p*i-tln)( drur emhrice 
Her brother biidc furcwcU. 

The croi* wlllt ■pirkling: diamond* brig^hl, 

That veil'd her wowy bre*>t, 
With prayer* to heuvi-ii, her lily hutidi 

Have fik'd oil Klmcr'a vot, 

Nev, with live hundred bowmen true, 
Ho'* mnrcli'd acrai* the plniii ; 

Till with bin ifillsnt yeomanry 
lie join'd KliiK Ai'lhijh'* iruin. 

Kull flirty thoiimnd Saxon upcar* 
Came glilttrinR 'lown the hill,' 

And with their ■haul*, and clang' of KtBih 
The di»t»nt vull*;'* till. 
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Old Offa, dress'd in Odin's garb, 

Assum'd the hoary god ; 
And Hengisty like the warlike Thor, 

Before the horsemen rode. 

With dreadful rage the combat burns, 

The captains shout amain ; 
And Elmer's tall Tictorious spear 

Far glances o'er the plain. 

% 

To stop its course young Heng^st flew 

Like lightning o'er the field ; 
And soon his eyes the well-known cross 
On Elmer's vest beheld. 

The slighted lover swell'd his breast. 

His eyes shot living fire ; 
And all his martial heat before. 

To this, was mild desire. 

On his imagined rival's front 
With whirlwind speed he press'd. 

And glancing to the sun, his sword 
Resounds on Elmer's crest. 

 
The foe gave way, the princely youth 

With heedless rage pursued. 

Till trembling in his cloven helm. 

Sir Elmer's javelin stood. 

He bow'd his head — slow dropt his spear; 

The reins slipt through his hand. 
And stain'd with blood—- his stately cone 

Lay breathless on the itruid. 
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* O bear me ofl^ (Sir Elmer cried) 

Before my painful sight 
The combat svrims— -yet Hengist's Test 

I claim as victor's right/* 

Brave Hengisfs fill the Saxons saw, 

And all in terror fled ; 
The bowmen to bis castle gate 

The brave Sir Elmer led. 

« O wash my wounds, my sister dear ; 

O pull this Saxon dart. 
That, whizzing from young Hengist's arm. 

Has almost pierc'd my heart. 

<' Yet in my hall his vest shall hang, 

And Britons, yet unborn, 
Shall with the trophies of to-day 

Their solemn feasts adorn." 



All trembling, Mey beheld the vest, 
" Oh, Merlin ! (loud she cried) 

Thy words are true — my slaughtcr'd love 
Shall have a breathless bride ! 

" Oh Elmer, Elmer, boast no more 

That low my Hengist lies ! 
O Hengist, cruel was thine arm ! 

My brother bleeds and dies !" 

She spake — ^the roses left her cheeks. 

And life's warm spirits fled : 
So nipt by winter's withering blasts. 

The snow-drop bows the head. 
Vol. XXXIV. F 
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Yet parting life one struggle gave^ 

She lifts h6r languid eyes ; 
«* Return, my Hengist, oh, return. 

My slaughtered lore !" (she cries :) 

** Oh — still he liYCs— he smiles again^ 
With all his g^ace he moves ; 

I come — I come, where bow nor speair 
Shall more disturb our lores." 

She spake — she died. The Saxon dart 
Was drawn from Elmer's side« 

And thrice he call'd his sister Mey, 
And thrice he groan'd, and died. 

Where in the dale, a moss-grown cross 

O'ersbades an aged thom^ 
Sir Elmer's and young Heng^st's corse 

Were by the spearmen borne. 

And there, all clad in robes of white, 
With many a sigh and tear. 

The village muds to Heng^st's g^ve 
Did Mey's fair body bear* 

And there, at dawn and fall of day. 
All from the neighbouring grovetf 

The turtles wail; in widow'd notes, 
And sing their hapless loves. 
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PROPHECY OF QUEEJ^r EMMA, 

O'lm the lulls of Cheviot beamiDg^ 

Rose the silyer dawn of May \ 
Hostile spears and helmets gleaming, 

Swell'd along the mountains grey. 

£dvin's warUke horn resounded 
Through the winding dales below. 

And the echoing hills rebounded 
The defiance of the foe. 

Cer the downs, like torrents pouring, 
£dwin'i horsemen rush'd along. 

From the hills, like tempests louring. 
Slowly march'd stem Edgar's throng. 

Spear to spear was now protended. 
And the yew bows half were drawn. 

When the female scream ascended, 
Shrill'iDg o'er the crowded lawn. 

While her virgins rcMind her wee|Mag, 

Wav'd aloft their snowy haads. 
From the wood Qaeen Eiuaa fioiekaf 

Ran between tke drradfnl baads : 



" Oh, my soil, wbjt -nt^^ n 

Bids you grasp tie' ■vrxj^jm*^, w^sm 
Heaven detesi* "Jl^ wa: 

Ob, the impi«^d ff?:f e im 



. i 



Nor in'»** *^y v how oft*" 

Thy Stem cUims, 

11 „ Fdjcar. c^"**"^ . Lnnert braving, 
sullen f*6%' „n,arV» banners 

 B'ing'stthou.J>«^^er's spear ! 
Thy insoltett » 

♦hrouKb tby regvow 
..Ab.bethml^l'O^^ShowVd. 

^^*'"' ^^^ Tbt "enabling forests prov,! 
Through ^»y "^ 

„^hen. unable ^;-j^-^;gor.d^ 

«VV.**-^tn1trrii- 

ITom whose PO'^^ews fail i'i'"' 
VVUae bis w«^^^«^^,^ for thee? 




"Oh. ai]' Kdwin, timely howkoii. 

And ill)' litem n'Kilvr* forbeit : 
HhilJ rcvcnita thy council* (l*rli«n I 

Oil, my Kitgu, drop the Kpeu ! 

" WliMloin teUa fttid Jii*tlc« iiir«ri 
How each wound may yet b« b«li 

rih, revfro IhtM" hcity pruffenit 
Let the iturmiur h«ll he calm'il. 

" nil, my «in»" But nil her loiruwt 

Kir'd Uieir impiom Tngc the more; : 

Fr<)ni tlir how-iilriiigii sprung llin urrowi, 
Soon tJifl vallcyn rceltM with gore. 

Shriphiiifc wild, with horror »hivcriiii[< 
I'IrJ tlu' Uufcn all .liiin'd wJtIi blood. 

In her purple boaom (|uivGring, 
Deep  fcathcr'd arrow itood. 

Up the mouutiin ihe lacended 

And her linnda, to Heaven extended, 
Srntter'd her Uprooted h*iri 

" All, my loni, how impioui, cover'd 
With fBch other'* blood," »lio cried : 

Wliilu Ihu cugtcB round i>(-r huvcr'd. 
And wild ncrcam for scruam replied — 



Muster round th«* ofi'end«d ilUei 
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" See what burning" spears protended, 
Couch'd by fire-ey*d spectres glare, 

Circling round you both, suspended 
On the trembling threads of air ! 

« O'er you both Heaven's lightning vollies, 
Withered is yo^ir strength ev'n now ; 

Idly weeping o*er your follies, 
Soon your heads shall lowly bow. 

" Soon the Dane, the Scot, and Norman, 
O'er your dales shall havoc pour, 

Every hold and city storming, 
Every herd and field devour, 

*< Ha, what signal new arising 

Through the dreadful group prevails ! 

'Tis the hand of Justice poising 
High aloft the' eternal scales. 
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Loaded with thy base alliance. 
Rage and rancour all extreme. 
Faith and honour's foul defiance. 
Thine, O Edgar, kicks the beam ! 

" Opening mild and blue, reversing 
O'er thy brother's wasted hills. 

See the murky clouds dispersing, 
And the fertile shower distils. 

" But o'er thy devoted valleys 
Blacker spreads the angry sky ; 

Through the gloom pale lightning^ sallies, 
Distant thunders groan and die. 
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** O'er thy proudest castles waving^. 

Fed by hell and mag> c power, 
Denmark towers on high her raven, 

Hatch'd in freedom's mortal hour. 

" 'Cursed be the day detested. 

Cursed be the fraud profound. 
When on Denmark's spear we rested,' 

Through thy streets shall loud resound. 

" To thy brother sad imploring, 

Now I see thee turn thine eyes — 
Ha, in settled darkness louring. 

Now no more the visions rise ! 

* But thy rancorous soul descending 

To thy sons from age to age. 
Province then from province rending, 

War on war shall bleed and rage. 

" This thy freedom proudly boasted. 

Hapless Edgar!" loud she cried — 
With her wounds and woes exhausted, 

Down on earth she sunk, and died. 
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THE SORCERESS; 

OB, 
WOLFWOLD AND VULA. 
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** Oil, low he lies ; his cold pale cheek 

Lies lifeless on the clay ; 
Yet struggling hope — O day-spring, break. 

And lead me on my way. 

" On Denmark's cruel bands, O Hearen ! 

Thy rcd-wing'd vengeance pour j 
Before my Wolfwold's spear be driven — 

O rise, bright morning hour V 
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Thus Ulla wail'd, the fairest maid 

Of all the Saxon race ; 
Thus Ulla wail'd, in nightly shade. 

While tears bedew'd her fkce. 

When sudden, o'er the fir-crown'd hill. 

The full orb'd moon arose ; 
And o'er the winding dale so still. 

Her silver radiance flows. 

No more could Ulla's fearful breast 

Her anxious care delay ; 
But deep with hope and fear imprett'dt 

8be holds the moonshine way. 
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She left tiie bower, aid afl ilone 

She tnc'd the dale so mUI ; 
And sought the c«re with me o'etgiown. 

Beneath the fir-crown'd hilL 

Black knares of bhMted oak, enbound 

With hemloek, fenc'd the cell : 
The dieaiy iiMNith, half under groiuid» 

Yavn'd Eke the gate of hell. 

Soon as the ^oomj den she spied. 

Cold horror shook her knee ; 
"And hear, O Prophetess! (she cried) 

A Princess sue to thee.'' 

Aghast she stood ! athwart the air 

The dismsl screech-owl flew; 
The fillet round her auburn hair 

Asunder burst in two. 

Her robe of suflcsl yellow, glow'd 

Beneath the moon's pale beam ; 
And o'er the g^und, with yew-boughs strew'd, 

Effus'd a golden gleam. 

The golden gleam the Sorceress spied, 

As in her deepest cell. 
At midnight's magic hour, she tried 

A tomb-o'erpowering spell. 

When, from the cavern's dreary womb. 
Her groaning voice arose, 
O come, my daughter, fearless, come. 
And fearless, tell thy woes." 
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As shakes the bough of trembling lenf, 
When whirlwinds sudden rise ; 

As stmids aghast the warrior chief> 
When his base army flies ; 

00 shook, so stood, the beauteous maid. 

When from the dreary den 
A wrinkled hag came forth, array'd 

In matted rags obscene. 

Around her brows, with hemlock bound,- 
Loose hung her ash-g^y hair ; 

As from two dreary caves profound 
Her blue-flam'd eye-balls glare. 

Her skin, of earthy red, appeared 
Clung round her shoulder bones, 

^ike wither'd bark, by lightning seared, 
When loud the tempest groans. 

A robe of squalid green and blue 

Her ghostly length array'd, 
A gaping rent, full to the view^ 

Her furrow'd ribs betray'd. 

♦* And tell, my daughter, fearless, tell. 
What sorrow brought thee here ! 

Bo may my power tl^ cares expel,. 
And give tliee sweetest cheer.' 
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^* O mistress of the powerful spel), 
King Edric's daughter see, 

^orthumbria to my father fell, 
But sorrow fell to me. 
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*< My virgin heftrt Lord Wolfwold won ) 

My &ther on him smil'd : 
Boon as he gain'd Northumbria's thnmei 

His pride the youth exilM. 

*< Stem Denmark's ravens o'er the seas 

Their gloomy black wing^ spread. 
And o'er Nbrthumbria's hills and leas 

Their dreadful squadrons sped. 

** Return, brave Wolfwold, (Edric cried) 

O generous warrior, hear j 
Mj daughter's hand^ thy willing bride« 

Awaits thy conquering spear. 

'' The banish'd youth in Scotland's court 

Had past the weary year : 
And soon he heard the glad report, 

And soon he grasp'd his spear. 

" He left the Scottish dames to weep } 

And, winged with true love speed. 
Nor day, nor night, he stop'd to sleep. 

And soon he cross'd the Tweed. 

*• With joyful voice, and raptur'd eycs^ 
He press'd my willing hand ; 

* I go, my fair, my love, (he cries) 

To guard thy father's land. 

• By Edon's shore, in deathful fray, 

The daring foe we meet. 
Ere three short days 1 trust to lay 
My trophies at thy feet,' 
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" Alas, alas, that time is o'er. 

And three long days beside, 
Tet not a word from Edon's shore 
. Has cheer'd his fearful bride. 

** O mistress of the powerful speU, 
His doubtful fate decide ;"-— 

" And cease, my child, for all is well," 
(The grisly witch replied.) 

** Approach my cave, and where I place 

The magic circle, stand ; 
And fear not aught of ghastly face. 

That glides beneath my wand.' 
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The grisly witch's powerful charms 
Then reach'd the labouring moon. 

And, cloudless at the dire alarms. 
She shed her brightest noon. 

The pale beam struggled through the shade. 
That black'd the cavern's womb. 

And in the deepest nook betray'd 
An altar and a tomb. 

Around the tomb, in mystic lore. 

Were forms of various mien. 
And efts, and foul-wing*d serpents, bore 

The altar's base obscene. 

Eyeless, a huge and starv'd toad sat 

In corner murk aloof, . 
And many a snake and faroish'd bat 

Clung to the crevic'd roof. 
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A fox and vulture's skeletons 

A yawning rift betrayed ; 
And grappling still each other's bones^ 

The strife of death displayM. 
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And now, my child, (the Sorceress said) 
Lord Wolfwold's fiither's grare 
To me shall render up the dead. 
And send him to my cave. 
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His skeleton shall bear my sjSell, 
And to the figur'd walls 
His hand of bone shall point and tell 
What fate his son befalls." 

O cold, down Ulla's snow-like face, 
The trembling sweat-drops fell. 

And borne by sprites of gliding pace, 
The corpse approach'd the cell. 

And thrice the witch her magic wand 

Wav'd o'er the skeleton ; 
And slowly, at the dread command. 

Up rose the arm of bone. 

A cloven shield, and broken spear, 

The finger wander'd o'er. 
Then rested on a sable bier, 

Distain'd with drops of gore. 

In ghastly writhes, her mouth so wide, 
And black, the Sorceress throws, 

** And be those signs, my child, (she cried) 
Fulfil'd on Wolfwold's foes. 
Vol. XXXIV. G 
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** A happier fpell I now tbaU try ; 

Attend, my child, attend. 
And mark what flames from altar high. 

And lowly floor ascend. 

<< If of the roae's softest red. 
The bjaze shines forth to view. 

Then Wotfwold lives— but hell forbid 
The glimmering flame of blue !" 

The witch then rais'd her haggard arm. 

And wav'd her wand on high ; 
And, while she spoke the muttered charm. 

Dark lightning iill'd her eye. 

Fair Ulla's knee swift smote the ground ; 

Her hands aloft were spread. 
And eyery joint, as marble bound. 

Felt horror's darkest dread. 

Her lips, erewhile so like the rose. 

Were now as violet pale, 
And, trembling in convulsive throes, 

Kxpress'd o'erwhelming ail. 

Her eyes, erewhile so starry bright. 

Where living lustre shone. 
Were now transformed to sightless white. 

Like eyes of lifeless stone. 

And soon the dreadful spell was o'er« 

And, glimmering to th« view. 
The quivering flame rose through the floor, 

A flame of ghastly blue. 
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Behind the altu^'s livid fire. 

Low from the inmost caye. 
Young Wolfwold rose in pale attire. 

The vestments of the grave. 

His eye to Ulla's eye he reared, 

His cheek was wan as clay. 
And half cut through, his hand appeared 

That beckon'd her away. 

Fair Ulla saw the woful shade ; 

Her heart struck at her side. 
And burst — ^low bow'd her listless head. 

And down she sank, and die4« 
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THE SHEPHERD IJV LOVE. 

WsBE Fancy but a rural maid. 

And I her only swain, 
To tend our flocks in rural mead. 

And on the verdant plain ; 
Oh, how I'd pipe upon my reed ^ 

To please my only maid. 
While from all sense of fear we're freed 

Beneath an oaken shade. 

When lambkins under hedg'es bleat. 

And clouds do black the sky, 
Then to our oaken safe retreat 

We'd b».»th together hie : 
There I'd repeat my vows of love 

Unto the charming fair ; 
Whilst her dear fluttering heart should prove 

Her love like mine sincere; 

When Phoebus bright sinks in the west. 

And flocks are pent in fold, 
Beneath an oaken tree we'd rest. 

In joys not to be told. 
And when Aurora's beams set free 

The next enlivening day ; 
We'd turn our flocks at liberty, 

And down we'd sit and play. 
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As brin^g home the other day- 
Two linnets I had ta'en. 

The pretty warbleps seem'd to pray 
For liberty again : . 

Unheedful of their plaintive notes, 
I sprung across the mead, 

In yain they tun'd their downy throats. 
And warbled to be freed. 

As passing through the tufted grove 

In which my cottage stood, 
I thought I saw the queen of love 

When Chlora's charms I view'd. 
I gaz'd, I lov'd, I press'd her stay 

To hear my tender tale. 
But all in vsun, she fled away, 

Nor could my sighs prevwl. 

Soon through the wounds that love had made 

Came pity to my breast. 
And thus I, as compassion bade. 

The feather'd pair addressed : 
" Ye little warblers, cheerful be. 

Remember not ye flew ; 
For I, who thought myself so free, 

Am caught as well as you J 
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THERE'S JSTAE LUCK ABOUT THE HO 

Ajtd are you sure the news is true ? 

And are you sure he's weel ? 
Is this a time to think of wark ! 

Mak haste, lay by your wheel ; 
Is this the time to spin a thread 

When Colin's at the door ! 
Reach roe my cloak, I'll to the quay 

And see him come ashore. 
For there's nae luck about the house, 

There is nae luck at aw ; 
There's little pleasure in the house 

When our gudeman'a awa. 

And gie to me my bigonet. 

My bishop's satin gown ; 
For I maun tell the bailie's wife 

That Colin's come to town. 
My Turkey slippers maun gae on. 

My stockings pearly blue ; 
'Ti8 aw to pleasure my gudeman. 

For he's baith leel and true. 

For there's nae luck, I 

Rise, lass, and mak a clean fire side. 

Put on the muckle pot, ( 

Gie little Kate her button gown, 

And Jock his Sunday coat ; 
And mak their shoon as black as slaes. 

Their hose as white as snaw. 
It's aw't« please my'ain gudeman. 

For he's been lang awa. 

For there's nae. 
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There's twa fat hens ^po( the bauk 

Been fed this month aad mair, 
Mak haste and thraw their necks about, 

I'hat Colin weel may fare ; ^ 
And mak the table neat and clean, 

Let every thing look braw. 
For wha can tell how Colin fared 

When he was far awa. 

Ah, there's nae, &c. 

Sae true his heart, sae smooth his speech. 

His breath like cauler air. 
His yery foot has music inH 

As he comes up the stair ! 
And siiidl I see his face again. 

And shall I hear him speak ! 
I'm downright dizzy wi the thought. 

In troth I'm like to greet. 

For there's nae, &c. 

[The caul blasts of the winter wind, 

That thrilled through my heart. 
They're aw blawn by, I bae him safe. 

Till death we'll never part : 
But why should I of parting tauk. 

It may be far awa ; 
llie present moment is our ain. 

The nei8t.we never saw.*] 

For there's nae, &c. 

If Colin's weel, and weel content, 

I hae nae mair to crave — 
And gin I live to keep him sae, 

I'm blest aboon the lave. 

* These lines eneloied between lK|cketi were inierted by Or. 
Beattie. 
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And ihall I see hit face afiin. 

And shall I hear him speak ! 
I'm downright dizzy wi the thouglity * 

In troth I'm like to greet. 

For there*! nae, &e. 



ESKDALE BBAES* 

Ut tlie banks of the crystal-itream'd Eik» 
Where the Wauchope her yellow ware joinfly 

Where the lambkins on sunny braes bask^ 
And wild woodbine the ihepherd'i bower twiiips, 

Maria, disconsolate maidt 

Oft sigh'd the still noon-tide away, 
Or by moonlight all desolate stray'd, 

While wofUl she tun'd her lore-lay ; 

Ah, no more from the banks of the Ewes 

My shepherd comes cheerly along, 
Broomholmf and the Deansbanks reAise 

To echo the plaints of his song : 

* The leene li laid on the bsiiki wImm the two ilvwfi of the 
Winebope mX Ewei Join the Bik ; on the btnlcf of the ftraor, 
WM andently t OMtIt belontint to the Knighti Tempteri, on 
the ruioi of whkh wm built the bottiett whleh Mr. Mkkle*f 
father resided, end where the poet was bora. ICWM ooiapoied 
at the reqoeit of Mr. Balhintyne, and was to have bees let to 
mtnte bjr Mr. Comrobiloner Balmabie, of the Seoteh eieife, 
had not death prerentedhlnu Both thew gent to ne n wow bow 
in this diitriet. 

t The teat of John Maxwell, Em|. author of the oelebnted 
•^BMafonTonerOeiBibSB itocaOed ftomthsDeanof the 
Kn%liti Tooptali, 



No more from ih? eehoei of £wes» 

His dog fondly barking I hear ; 
No more the tir'd lark he pursues. 

And tells roe hi3 master draws near. 

Ah, woe to the wars, and the pride 

Thy heroes, O fisk, could display, 
When with laurels they planted thy side. 

From France and from Spain borne away. 

Oh, why did their honours decoy 

My poor shepherd kd from the shore ? 

Ambition bewitchM the vain boy. 
And oceans between us now roaor. 

Ah, methinks his pale corse floating by, 

I behold on the rude billows tost ; 
Unburied his scattered bones lie, 

l.ie bleaching on some desert coast ! 

By this stream and the May-blossom'd thorn. 
That first heard his love-tale, and his vows. 

My pale ghost shall wander forlorn. 

And the willow shall weep o'er my brows. 

With the ghosts of the wars will I wail, 
In Warblaw • woods join the sad throng, 

To Hallow E'en's blast tell my tale, 
As the spectres, ungrav'd, glide along. 

* The skirts of this Tery picturesque mountain form a bank for 
the Esk and the Wauchope, and are covered with a beautiful 
and romantic wood. 
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Still the Ewes rolls her paly blue stream^ 
Old Esk still his crystal tide pours. 

Still gulden the Wauchope waves gleam^ 
And still green, oh Broomholm, are thy bow 

No : blasted they seem to my view. 
The rivers in red floods combine ! 

The turtles their widow'd notes coo. 
And mix their sad ditties with mine ! 

Discoloured in sorrow's dim shade. 
All nature seems with me to mourn. 

Straight the village-bells merrily play'd. 
And announced her dear Jamie's return. 

The woodlands all Ifay-blown appear. 
The silver streams murpiur new charms, 

As, smiling, her Jamie drew near, 
And all eager sprung into her arms. 



ODES. 



MAT-JDAY; 

OR) 
THE BSUISICAi: FESTIVAL. 

<< AwAKz, my sons, the milky dawn 
Steals softly gleaming o'er the eastern lawn : 
Already from their oaken bowers. 
Scattering magic herbs and flowers, 
That scent the morning gale, 
With white and purple blossoms crown'd, 
From every hill and dell around. 
The Druids hasten to the sacred vale." 

'Twas thus the hoary Cadwell rais'd the strain ; 
Cadwell, the master of the lyric band. 
The sacred Bards, who join'd the Druid's train, 
When solemn feasts their hallo w'd rites demand. 



« 



Awake, my sons," he cried, and struck 4iis lyre 
When swelling down old Snowdon's side, 
A thousand harps the note replied : 
And soon a thousand white-rob'd bards 
MarchM round their hoary sire. 
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The birds of song in every grove 
Awoke, and rais'd the stnun of love -, 
The lark sprung joj^us from his grassy nest^ 
And fluttering round, their powers confess'^ 
And join'd the tuneful choir. 

And now the mutter'd speU 
Groan'd solemn to the sky : 
And soon the dark dispersing shades 
And night's foul demons with the twilight fly : 
And soon the bleating race the fold forsook. 
And o'er the thyme-clad mountain hoar with dei 
And o'er the willow-shaded brook 
The floating mists withdrew. 

When hastening to the sacred grove. 
With white and purple blossoms crown'd. 
Their mystic staves with wreaths of oak enwove 
Their choral bands their sovereign chief sorroun 

'Twas thus while yet Monaeses liv'd. 

While hoary Cadwell yet surviv'd. 
Their solemn feasts the blameless Druids held: 

Ere. human blood their shrines distain'd. 

Ere hell-taught rites their lore profan'd, 
'Twas thus o'er Snowdon's brow their aacred a 
thems swell'd. 

Their chief Monaeses, march'd before ; 
Monaeses, sprung from Heber's line. 
Who, leaving Midian's fertile shore. 

When sceptred Belus challeng'd rites divine ; 

When tyranny his native fields defac'd. 
Far to the peace&il west. 
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His kindred led — Plioenicia spread the sail, 
Till where the groves of Albion rise, 
Where Snowdon's front ascends the skies. 

He bade his mates their happy mansions hall. 

And now the sacred Morn appears. 
That through the depth of rolling years 

To celebrate creation claims the lay ; 
The Morn that gave the heavens their birth, 
That saw the green, the beauteous earth 

All blooming rise beneath the smiles of May. 
" Then loud the hallow'd anthem raise, 
And bid the mountain-summits blaze" — 

The hallo w'd song the Bards and Druids rais'd r 
Glad- echo caught the sound. 

And on the mountain-tops far round. 
The sacred altars blaz'd.* 

** And, hail, auspicious Morn ! 
Still may the lively pulse of joy 

Confess thy glad return ; 
Still may the harp and song employ 
The sacred hour when first thy trembling beams 
The nodding groves and purling streams, 

And shady grots adorn.' 



j> 



'Twas thus the hoary Druids rais'd the song. 

While by the sacred hill and grove, 

Where misletoe the oaks enwove. 
All clad in snowy white, august, they march'd along. 

• May-day by the Dniidi, aecording to Dr. Stukeley, was ob- 
•erTed aa tbe day of the creation ; and on that mom they kindled 
what they called holy fires on the tops of the mountains. 

Vol. XXXIV. H 



86 0DI9. 

The fawns came trooping o'er the furrow'd land, 
On Snowdon's clifTs the kids attentive stand, 
While to Creation's Morn, the opening May, 
l*he Master Druid thus resum'd the lay : 

" Awake, ye gales, your fragrance shed ; 

Ye mountain cedars, bend the head ; 
Ye clouds of incense, from Arabia rise ; 

Balmy, as after vernal rains. 
Display, fair East, thy beauteous plains, 
As one g^eat altar fuming to the skies ! 

'Tis nature's birth demands the lay. 
Ye western isles, the grateful tribute pay ; 

Ye flocks, that clothe witli fleecy white 

The steep ascending mountain's heigtit, 
Or round the hamlet bleat along the lea. 

Your voices raise ; — ye heifers, low. 

And from the furzy dells below. 
Ye falling rivulets, swell the hurmony I 

** Retain, ye hills, the solemn sound, 

Till Echo through her fairy round 
Repeat it to the silent listening vale : 
' Raise, raise, ye Uards, the melody, 
Wide spread the hands, low bend the knee, 
And on Creation'n Morn the great Creator hail !" 

" Attend," they sung, " ye aerial bands — 

O from the blood-polluted East, 

Hither, ye guardian spirits, haste ! 

Here each flower of fragrant smeli. 

Each plant that aids the Druid's spell, 

Your fostering care demands. 

" For you the blossom'd boughs embower 
The craggy glittering steep, 
Along whose rifts the cowslips creep, 
And dashing fountains pour *. 



ooxB. 87 

For you the sweet-briar clothes the bank. 
For you, along the bordering mead, 
The white and yellow flowers that love the dank, 

Their watery carpets spread. 
O come, propitious, and our rites befriend. 
Till o'erthe nodding towers the silent nightdescend! 

O join the sopg, and far shall fly 
Each demon, who beneath the midnight sky. 
Bides on the screech-owl's wing, and far around 
Scatters disease, and strife, and friendship's rank- 
ling wound. 

*' Then happy o'er our blissful bowers. 
Here shall the peaceful day decUne, 
While fled from scenes of blood and woe. 
The' aerial friendly powers, 
In every stream's melodious flow. 
In ev'ry concert of the grove shall join, 
-Shall lightly touch the shadowy lyre. 
While with the dawn our joyous choir 
Renew the holy rites from heaven receiv'd. 
When with the sons of God our godlike fathers liv'd. 

" Wave, my sons, the misletoe ; 

Wave the sacred branch on high : 
Round our steps the spring-flowers strew, 
Flowers of bright and cheerful dye, 

Symbols of untainted youth, 

Of glowing love and holy truth. 

** Strew, my sons, the mystic grove." 
He spake — and instant round they spread 

Chaplets, where the yellow hue 
Was mix'd with flowers of lively blue. 
Where snow-white Ulies with the blossoms red. 

The apple boughs enwove. 
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" All hail, ye venerable sliades !" 
Thus rose the hallow'd strain, 
« Ye cloudy steeps, and winding glades. 
All hail ! and by your silver rills, 
Your rosy dells, and thymy hills. 
Shall lastiitg fresdom reigx." 



VICISSITUDE. 

— Rapt in thought that bids thee rise 
In all thy forms before mine eyes, 
I glow with joy to see thee come 
In rosy health and youthful bloom : 

Aiid now cold horror trembles o'er my soul. 
When thou in blank uncertainty array'd. 
With iron-hearted deaf control 

Throw'st all around thy awful, dubious shade. 

Oh, give my song, mysterious power. 
The joys and terrors of thy sway to tell, 
Thy sway o'er universal nature spread. 
The sweetest hope of man, and darkest dread ! 
Behold, where shivering in the rattling hail. 

While drizzling black clouds o'er him lower. 
Bent o'er his staff, with livid visage fell. 
Dull Winter stays his creeping step to pause, 

Vnd wishf-.l lurns his icy eyes 
On April's ineicls. Beckoning on flowery May, 
With gentle shadowy hand thou mov'st aWay 
The lingering churl. Swift o'er the primrose dale 
The ncw-wak'd bee his humming labour plies ; 

And sudden from each budding grove, 

Incense to heaven, the songs of love 
AitQst rejoicing nature's glad applause. 
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Glist'ning with dew the green-hair'd Spring 
Walks through the woods, and smiling in her tn4|||^^ 
Youth flutters gay on cherub wing, *' 

And life exulting lifts the eye to heaven. 
And crown'd with bearded grain. 
And hay-grass breathing odours bland. 
Bold Summer comes in manhood's lusty prime. 
Anon lus place is ^ven 
To yeteran Autumn : yellow glows 
His waring robe : with conscious mien sublime 
He proudly lifts his sun-brown*d brows, 
Itigh o'er the loaded clime. 
For him the fuU-orb'd moon with orange rays 
Gilds mild the night ; for him her course delays ; 
And jolly wealth lies wide beneath his hand. 
But soon decrepit age he shows. 
And all his golden honours past. 
Naked before October's blast. 
He flies the plunder'd land. 

With hoary-bearded cheek and front severe. 
Of angry, fretful scowl, from forest wild. 
Now rheura-ey'd Winter hastens to the plain ; 
The hollow blast low groaning in his ear, 
Bound his bald head the brown leaves drift amain ; 
And soon his snowy mantle wide he throws 
O'er vale and hill, and icicles he weeps. 
The sun withdraws his golden rays. 
And short his cold diurnal visit pays 
With funt and silvery beam. 
As listless to disturb the deep repose, 
While languid nature sleeps. 
Anon to social mirth beguil'd. 
Safe from the tempest breme 
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That howls without, and beating rain, 
lihe tyrant bids the friendly heartli to blaze ; 
And with the feats of former daya^ 
Of liattles dread, and heroes slain. 
And valiant deeds of many a kni^ht^ 
And loves of ladies passing bright. 
The long^contented evening sweet he cheers ; 
While from his day-sport on the ice-bound stream. 
Weary retum'd, with wonder and delight, 
Unrazor'd youth the various legend bears. 

These are thy grateful changes, mighty power. 
Vicissitude ! But far more g^teful still 
When now from nature's frozen sleep profouiid, 
^ InvigoHd vegetation wakes. 

And Spring with primrose garland crown'd. 
The seeds of plenty o'er the fuming ground. 

From her green mantle shakes. 



FRAGMENTS. 



Tell me, gentle Echo, teU, 
Where and how my lover fell ? 
On the cold grass did he lie, 
Crown'd with laurels did he die ? 
Echo twice gave swift reply, 
" Crown'd with laurels, crown'd with laurels, he 
did die." 

His snow-white breast was stain'd with gore, 
A cruel sword his bosom tore. 
Say, with his parting vital flame, 
Did he sigh Ophelia's name ? 
Was he constant, still the same ? 
Echo sigh'd " Ophelia's name." 

When in honour's bed he lay, 
And breath'd his gallant soul away, 
Ye gentler spirits of the air, 
Why was not Ophelia there ? 
Echo answer'd her despair, 
" Why was not Ophelia there ?" 

While the full moon's paly ray 
Sleeping on the hill-side lay. 
Thus to Echo through the glade 
The lovely maniac talk'd and stray'd : 
Straight on fancy's wild wings borne 
By the glimpse of opening morn. 
She saw — or thought she saw, her love 
Lie bleeding • • • • • 
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t^ ^* ^% ^* 



Comb, gentle peace» on every breathing gale, 
O come, and guard the ilumbers of the vale ( 
Awake, gay mirth and glee, with playful wile. 
Wake with the mom, and o'er the landacape imile 



''UFBaAiD me not, nor tbanklcM fly 

The grace I would beitow i" 
(Sir Cadwal lat in window high« 

King Edward itood below.) 
" But friendly to thyielf receive 

The bountiei I intend {~- 
A knight among my knighta to live, 

And be my table friend." 
Yeatreen, at midnight'a iolemn hour, 

When deep the darkneM lay, 
I roae my oriaona to pour 

Before the opening day : 
When horrid yelU my eart attound^ 

And tcrcamt of diamal cry, 
Echo'd from every hill far round. 

Howl on the winda and die. 
And wake again :— And far and wide, 

Willi yellow glimmering light, 
The acatter'd flamet on every aide 

Strike horror on the aight. 
Ah ! what a acene the tun aurvey'd, 

When o'er yon lake he roae ! 
Our vilUgea in aahea laid, 

And prone in duft our browa ; 



Our manlj browsy form'd to comnuuid. 
Low bend beneath thv rage : 

Insult roe not — from tby dire hand 
No offering can a«iiage I" 

" Unbar, proud Cadwal," Edward cried, 
«* Unbar thy gates of ateel " 

Black rose the smoke with dust inflate. 

And red sparks darted through ; 
With brain benmnb'd, and fiUtering gait. 

King Edward slow withdrew. 
The g^ded roofr and towers of stone 

Now instant all around* 
Wi:ii sudden crash and dreadful groan 

Rash thundering to the ground. 
Sir Cadwal's harp his hand obej'd, 

He felt a prophet's fire ; 
A^ mid the flames all undismay'd. 

He Jtruck the sacred lyre. 



MISCELLANIES. 



ALMADA-HILL : 

▲R SPISTLS PBOM USBOK. 



ADVERTI&EIICENT. 

Though no subjects are more proper for poetry 
than those wluch are founded upon historical ce- 
trospect, the author of such a poem lies under reiy 
particular disadvantages : every one cak under- 
stand and relish a work merely fictitious, descrip- 
tive, or sentimental : but a previous acquaintance, 
and even intimacy, with the history and characters 
upon which the other poem is founded, is abso- 
lutely necessary to do justice to its author. With- 
out such previous knowledge, the ideas which be 
would convey pass unobserved, as in an unknown 
tongue ; and the happiest allusion, if he is fortu- 
nate enough to attain any thing worthy of that 
name, is unfelt and unseen. Under these disad- 
vantages, the following epistle is presented to the* 
public, whose indulgence and candour the author 
has already amply experienced. 

In the twelfth century, Lisbon, and great part of 
Portugal and Spain, were in possession of the 
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Moors. Alphonso, the first King of Portugal, 
having gained several victories over that people, 
was laying siege to Jasbon, when Robert, Duke of 
Gloucester, on his way to the Holy Land, appeared 
upon the coast of that kingdom. As the cause was 
the same, Robert was easily persuaded to make 
his first crusade in Portugal. He demanded that 
the storming of the castle of Lisbon, situated on a 
considerable hill, and whose ruins show it to have 
been of great strength, should be allotted to him, 
while Alphonso was to assail the walls and the city. 
Both leaders were successful; and Alphonso, 
among the rewards which he bestowed upon the 
English, g^ranted to those who were wounded, or 
unable to proceed to Palestine, the castle of Al- 
mada, and the adjoining lands. 

The river Tagus, below and opposite to Lisbon, 
is edged by steep grotesque rocks, particularly on 
the south side. Those on the south are generally 
higher and much more magnificent and picturesque 
than the clifl^s of Dover. Upon one of the highest 
of these, and directly opposite to Lisbon, remain 
the stately ruins of the castle of Almada. 

In December, 1779, as the author was wandering 
among these ruins, he was struck with the idea, 
and formed the plan of the following poem ; an 
idea which, it may be allowed, was natural to the 
translator of the Lusiad; and the plan may, in 
some degree, be called a supplement to that work. 

The following poem, except the corrections and 
a few lines, was written in Portugal. The descrip- 
tive parts ate strictly local. The finest prospect of 
Lisbon and the Tagus (which is there about four 
miles broad) is from Almada, which also com- 
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mands the adjacent country from the rock of Cin- 
tra to the castle and city of Palmela, an extent ol 
above fifty niiles. This magnificent view is com- 
pleted by the extensive opening at the mouth oj 
the Tagus, about ten miles below, which discovers 
the Atlantic ocean. 



While you, my friend, from lowering wintry plsuns 
Now pale with snows,now black with drizzling runs 
From leafless woodlands, and dishonour'd bowers 
Mantled by gloomy mists, or lash'd by showers 
Of hollow moan, while not a struggling beam 
Steals from the sun to play on Isis' stream; 
While from these scenes by England's winter spread 
Swift to the cheerful hearth your steps are led, 
Pleas'd from the threatening tempest to retire. 
And join the circle round the social fire ; , 
Tn other climes through sun-bask'd scenes 1 stray, 
As the fair landscape leads my thoughtful way. 
As upland path, oft winding, bids me rove 
Where orange bowers invite, or olive grove. 
No sullen phantoms brooding o'er my breast. 
The genial influence of the cHme I taste ; 
Yet still regardful of my native shore. 
In every scene my roaming eyes explore. 
Whatever its aspect, still, by memory brought. 
My fading country rushes on my thought. 

While now perhaps the classic page you turn. 
And warm*d with honest indignation bui*n. 
Till hopeless, sicklied by the climate's gloom. 
Your generous fears call forth Britannia's doom. 
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What hostile speftrs her sacred lawns invade, 
By friends deserted, by her chiefs betray *d. 
Low fall'n and vanquishM ! — I, with mind serene 
As Lisboa's sky, yet pensive as the scene 
Around, and pensive seems the scene to me. 
From other ills my country's fate foresee. 

— Not from the hands that wield Iberia's spear, 
Not from the hands that Gaul's proud thunders bear ; 
Nor those that turn on Albion's breast the sword. 
Beat down of late by Albion when it gor'd 
Their own, who impious doom their parent's fall 
Beneath the world's great foe, the' insidious Gaul ; 
Yes, not from these the' immedicable wound 
Of Albkm— Other is the bane profound 
DestinM alone to touch her mortal part ; 
Herself is sick, and poison'd at the heart. 

O'er Tago's banks where'er I roll mine eyes, 
The gallant deeds of ancient days arise ; 
The scenes the Lusian Muses fond display'd 
Before me oft, as oft at eve 1 stray'd 
By Isis* hallow'd stream. Oft now the strand 
Where Gama march'd his dealh-de voted* band, 
While Lisboa, aw'd with horror, saw him spread 
The daring sails that first to India led ; 



* The expedition of Vaico de Gama, the discoverer of the East 
Indies, was extremely unpopulsr. ai it was esteemed impructica- 
bie. His embarkation is strongly marked by Osoriu« the historic 
an. Gama, before he went on board, spent the night along with 
the erews of his squadron in the chapel of our Lady at Belem, on 
the spot where the noble Gothic church now staniN, adjoining 
the convent of St. Jerome. 

In the chapel they bound thqpiselves to obt dieiice to Gama, 
and devoted themselves to death. " On the next day, when the 

Vot. XXXIV. I 
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And oft Almada's castled steep inspires 
The pensiye Muse's visionary fires ; 
Almada-Hill to English memory dear, 
While shades of English heroes wander here. 

To ancient English valour sacred sUll 
Remains, and ever shall, Almada-Hill ; 
The hill and lawns to English valour g^ven. 
What time the Arab Moors from Spain were driven* 
Before the banners of the Cross subdued. 
When Lisboa's towers were bath'd in Moorish blood 
By Gloster's lance. — Romantic days that yield 
Of g^ant deeds a wide luxuriant field, 
"Dear to the Muse that loves the fairy plains. 
Where ancient honour wild and ardent reigns. 

Where high o'er Tago's flood Almada lowers. 
Amid the solemn pomp of mouldering towers 
Supinely seated, wide and far around 
My eye delighted wanders. Here the bound 
Of fair Europa o'er the ocean rears 
Its western edge ; where dimly disappears 
The' Atlantic wave, the slow descending day 
Mild beaming pours serene the gentle ray 
Of Lusitania's winter, silvering o'er 
The tower-like summits of the mountain shore ; 
Dappling the lofty cliffs, that coldly throw 
Their sable horrors o'er the vales below. 



■dtentaren inarched to the shipi, the shore of Belein presented 
one'of the most solemn and aflRbcting scenes perhaps recorded in 
history. The beach was covered Mrith the inhabitants of Lisbon. 
A ntimerous procession of priests in their rubes sung anthems, 
and o^red up invocations to Hea?en. Every one beheld the afr 
ventorers ai brara innocent men going to a dreadfhl execntioii, 
at raihioff opon certain detth.^ 

Introdwt. ft the LuHad» 
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Far round the statelj-shoulder'd river bends 
Its g^ant arms, and sea-like wide extends 
Its midland bays, wi^ fertile islands crownM, 
And lawns for English valour still renown'd ; 
Given to Comwallia's gallant sons of yore, 
Comwallia's name the smiling pastures bore ; 
And stiU their lord his English lineage boasts 
From Rolland, famous in the croisade hosts. 
Where sea-ward narrower rolls the shining tide 
Through hills by hills embosom'd on each side. 
Monastic walls in every glen arise 
In coldest white fair gUstening to the skies 
Anud the brown-brow'd rocks ; and, far as sight, 
Proud domes and villages array'd in white* 
Climb o'er the steeps, and through the dusky green 
Of olive groves, and orange bowers between. 
Speckled with glowing red unnumber'd gleam— 
And Lisboa towering o'er the lordly stream 
Her marble palaces and temples spreads 
Wildly magnific o'er the loaded heads 
Of bending hills, along whose high-pil'd base 
The port capacious, in a moon'd embrace. 
Throws her mast-forest, waving on the gale 
The vanes of every shore that hoists the sail. 

Here, while the sun from Europe's breast retires. 
Let fancy, roaming as the scene inspires. 
Pursue the present and the past restore. 
And Nature's purpose in her steps explore. 

Nor you, my friend, admiring Rome, disdain 
The' Iberian fields and Lusitanian Spain. 

* The houses ht Portugal are generally whitened on thconf- 
•ide, white being esteemed a» ««>pul9ive of th« **|> •^th^ mn. 
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While Italy, obscur'd in tawdry blaze, 
A motley, modern character displays. 
And languid trims her long exhausted store, 
Iberia's fields, with rich and genuine ore 
Of ancient manners, woo the traveller's eye ; 
And scenes uutrac'd in every landscape lie. 
Here every various dale with lessons fraught 
Calls to the wanderer's visionary thought 
-What mighty deeds the lofty hills of Spain 
Of old have witness'd — From the evening main 
Her mountain tops the Tyrian pilots saw 
In lightnings wrapt, and thrill'd with sacred awe. 
Through Greece the tales of gorgons, hydras spread. 
And Geryon dreadful with the triple head ; 
The stream of Lethe,* and the dread abodes 
Of forms gigantic, and infernal gods. 
But soon, by fearless lust of gold inipell'd. 
They min'd the mountain, and explor'd the field ; 
Till Rome and Carthage, fierce for empire, strove. 
As for their prey two famish'd birds of Jove. 
The rapid Durius then and Boetis' flood 
Were dy'd with Roman and with Punic blood. 
While oft the lengthening plains and mountain sides 
Secm'd moving on, slow rolling tides on tides, 

* The river of Lima, in the north of Portugal, said to be the 
Lethe of the ancients, is thus mentioned by CeUariui in his Gea* 
graphia Antigua : " Fabulosas Oblivionus fluviui Limia, oltra 
LasitaniaiQ in septentrione.** It runs through a most romantie 
and beautiful district; from which circumstance it probably re* 
ceived the name of the river of Oblivion, the first strangers «l»o 
visited it forgetUng their native country, and bring willing t» 
continue on its banks. The same reason of forgetfulets is as- 
aribed to the Lotos by Homer, Odys. ix. There is another Lctba 
of the ancaenti ia Africa. 
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When from Pyrene's summits Afric pour*d 
Her armies, and o'er Rome destruction lowered. 

Here while the youth revolves some hero's fame. 
If patriot zeal his British breast inflame. 
Here let him trace the fields to freedom dear, 
Where low in dust lay Rome's invading spear ; 
Where Viriatus^ proudly trampled o'er 
Fasces and Roman eagles steep'd in gore ; 
Or where he fell,' with honest laurels crown'd. 
The awful victim of a treacherous wound ; 
A wound still bath'd in honour's generous tear, 
"WTiile freedom's wounds the brave and good revere ; 
Still pouring fresh the' inexpiable stain 
O'er Rome's patrician honour, false and vain ! 

Or should the pride of bold revolt inspire. 
And touch his bosom witli unhallow'd fire ; 
If merit spurn 'd, demand stern sacrifice. 
O'er Evora'sf fields let dread Sertorius rise, 
Dy'd in his country's blood, in all the pride 
Of wrongs reveng'd, illustrious let^him ride 
Enshrin'd, o'er Spain, in victory's dazzling rays, 
Till Rome looks pale beneath the mounting blaze. 
But let the British wanderer through the dales 
Of Evora stray, while midnight tempest wjuls ; 
There, as the hoary villagers relate, 
Sertorius, Sylla, Marius, weep their fate. 
Their spectres gliding on the lightning blue. 
Oft doom'd their ancient stations to renew ; 
Sertorius bleeding on Perpennj^'s knife. 
And Marius sinking in ambition's strife : 

• This great man is called by Floras the Romulus of Spun. 
What is here said of him is agreeable to history. 

t Ebora, now Erora, was the principal residence of Ser- 
torius. 

12 
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As forest boars entangled in a chain, 
DragM on, as stings each leader's rage ur pain ; 
And each the furious leader in his turn. 
Till low they lie, a ghastly wreck forlorn. 

And say, ye traroplers on your country's mounds, 
Say, who shall fix the swelling torrent's bounds } 
Or who shall sail the pilot of the flood ? 
Alas ! full oft, some worthless trunk of wood 
Is whirl'd into the port, blind fortune's boast. 
While noblest vessels, founder'd, strew the coast ! 

If wars of fairer fame and old applause. 
That bear the title of our country's cause. 
To humanize barbarians, and to raise 
Our country's prowess, their asserted praise ; 
If these delight, Hispania's dales display 
The various arts and toils of Roman sway. 
Here jealous Cato* laid the cities waste. 
And Julius* here in fairer pride replac'd. 
Till ages saw the labours of the plough 
By every river, and the barren bough 
Of laurel shaded by the olive's bloom. 
And g^teful Spain the strength of lordly Rome ; 
tier's mighty bards,f and her's the sacred earth 
That gave the world a friend in Trajan's birth. 

When Rome's wide empire, a luxurious prey, 
Dcbas'd in false refinement, nerveless lay. 
The northern hordes on Europe's various climet 
Planted their ruling virtues and their crimes. 
Cloister'd by Tiber's stream the slothful staid. 
To Seine and Loire the g^y and frivolous stray'd. 



• AceoidiiiK Co history, this different poliey is •trikingly 
raeterestic of thoie celebrated namei. 

t Locan, Martial, Seneca. 
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A sordid group the Belgian inarshes pleas'd. 
And Saxony's wild forests freedom seiz'd. 
There held her juries, pois'd the leg^l scales : — 
And Spain's romantic hills and lonely dales 
The pensive lover sought ; and Spain became 
The land of gallantry and amorous flame. ^ 
Hail, favour'd clime ! whose lone retreats inspire 
The softest dreams of languishing desire, 
Affections trembling with a glow all holy. 
Widely sublime, and sweetly melancholy ; 
Till wrapt devotion to the fair, refine 
And bend each passion low at honour's shrine. 
So felt the iron Goth when here he brought 
His worship of the fair with valour fraught. 
Soon as Iberia's mountains fix'd his home. 
He rose a character unknown to Rome ; 
His manners wildly colour'd as the powers 
And flaunting plumage of Brazilian bowers : 
New to the world as these, yet polish'd more 
Than e'er the pupil of the Attic lore 
Might proudly boast. On man's bold arm robust 
The tender fsur reclines with fondest trust : 
"With nature's finest touch exulting glows 
The manly breast which that fond aid bestows : 
That first of generous joys on man bestow'd, 
In Gothic Spain in all its fervoilr glow'd. 
Then high burn'd honour ; and the dread alarms 
Of danger then assum'd the dearest charms. 
What for the fair was dar'd or suff'er'd, bore 
A saint-like merit, and was envied more ; 
Till led by love-sick fancy's dazzled flight, 
From court to court forth roam'd adventure's 
And tilts and tournaments, in miniic wars, [knight; 
Supplied the triumphs and the honour'd scars 
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Of arduous battles for their country fought, 
Till the keen relish of the marvelous wrought 
All wild and fever'd ; and each peaceful shade 
"With batter'd armour deck'd, its night display 
In soothing transport, listening to the strain 
Of dwarfs and giants, and of monsters slain ; 
Of spells all horror, and enchanters dire. 
And the sweet banquet of the amorous fire, 
When knights and ladies chaste, reliev'd from tl 
Hold love's high holiday in bower and hall. 

'Twas thus, all pleasing to the languid thou( 
With magic power the tales of mag^c wrought 
Till by the Bluses arm'd, in all the ire 
Of wit, resistless as electric fire. 
Forth rode La Mancha's knight ; and sudden 
Goblins and beauteous nymphs, and pagans di 
As the delirious dream of sickness fiies. 
When health returning smiles from vernal ski 
But turn we now from chivalry discas*d. 
To chivalry when honour's wreath she seiz'd 
From wisdom's hand. From Taurus' rugged s 
And Caucasus, far round with headlong swee| 
As wolves, wild howhng from their famish'd c 
Rush'd the devouring band of Saracen : 
Their savage genius, giant like and blind. 
Trampling with sullen joy on human-kind ; 
Assyria lay its own uncovered grave. 
And Gallia trembled to the' Atlantic wave : 
In awful waste the fairest cities moan'd. 
And human liberty expiring g^roan'd. 
When chivalry arose : — her ardent eye 
Sublime, that fondly mingled with the sky. 
Where patience watcb'd and steadfast pu 

frown'd, 
Mix'd with devotion's fire, she darted roujad. 
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AU grateful pouring on the hands that rear 
Their fruit, the fruitage of the bounteous yeUr. 
Then let his mind to fair Ionia turn, — 
Alas ! how waste Ionia's landscapes mourn ; 
And thine, O bounteous Greece ! smid the tow'rt 
Where dreadful still the Turkish banner lowers : 
Berieath whose gloom, unconscious of the stain 
That dims his soul, the peasant hugs his chain. 
And whence these woes debasing human kind ? 
Eunuchs in heart in polish'd sloth reclin'd. 
Thy sons, degenerate Greece, ignobly bled* 
And fair Byzantium bow'd the' imperial head : 
While Tago's iron race, in danglers steel'd. 
All ardour, dar'd the horrors of the field. 
The towers of Venice trembled o'er her floods 
And Paris' gates aghast and open stood : 
Low lay her peers on Fontarabia's* plains ; 
And Lisboa groan'd beneatli stem Mah'mets chains : 
Vain was the hope the north might rest unspoil'd ; 
When stern Iberia's spirit fierce recoil'd. 
As from the toils the wounded lion bounds, 
And tears the hunters and the sated hounds ; 
So smarting with his wounds the' Iberian tore 
And to his sun-scorch'd regions drove the Moor: 
The vengeful Moors, as mastiffs on their prey, 
Retum'd ; as heavy clouds their deep array 

* The imiptioii of the Mohtmrnedaosinto Europe gare riie to 
that species of poetry called Romance. The OrlaJido^ Fturioio is 
founded upon the inraaion of France, 

"When Charlemagne with aO his peerage fell 

By Fontarahia 

MUtmt P. LhU 
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And here, my friend, how many a trophy wooes 
'I'hc Briton'i carnc»t eye, and Britiiili Muie ! 
Here bida the youthful traveller** care forego 
The arts of elegance and poliih'd ahow ; 
Hid* other arts his nobler thoughts engage^ 
And wake to highest aim his patriot rage ; 
Those arts which rais'd that race of men, who shone 
The heroes of their age on Lisboa's throne. 
What mighty deeds in filial order floi^d. 
While each still brighter than its parent glowed* 
Till Henry's naval school its heroes pour'd 
From pole to pole wherever i^ccan roared I 
Columbus, Gama, and Magellan's name. 
Its deathlcBs boast ; and all of later fame 
Its offspring — ^kindling o'er the view the Muie 
The naval pride of those bright days reviews 
Sees Gama's sails, that firat to India bore. 
In awful hope, evanish from the shore : 
Sees from the silken regions of the mom 
What fleets of g^y triumphant vanes return ! 
Wliat heroes, plum'd with conquest, proudly bring 
The eastern sceptres to the Lusian king! 
When sudden, rising on the evening gale, 
Methinks I hear the Ocean's murmurs wail. 
And every breeze repeat the woful tale, 
How bow'd, how fell proud Lisboa's naval throne— 
Ah, Heaven, how cold the boding thoughts rush on ! 
Methinks* I hear the shades that hover round 
Of English heroes heave the sigh profound, 
Prophetic of the kindred fate that low'rs 
O'er Albion's fleets and I^ondon's proudest tow'rs. 
Broad was t>ie firm-bas'd structure, and sublime. 
That Gama fondly rear'd on India's clime : 
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On justice and benevolence he plac'd 
Its ponderous weight, and warlike trpphies grac'd 
Its mountain turrets ; and o'er Asia wide 
Great Albuquerk* renown'd its generous pride. 
The injur'd native sought its friendly shade. 
And India's princes bless'd its powerful aid ; 
Till from corrupted passfon's basest hour 
Rose the dread demon of tyrannic power. 
Sampayo's heart, where dauntless valour reign'd. 
And counsel deep, she seiz'd and foul profan'd. 
Then the strait road where sacred justice leads. 
Where for its plighted compact honour bleeds, 
Was left, and holy patriot zeal gave place 
To lust of gold and self-devotion base ; 
Deceitful art the chief's sole guide became, 
And breach of faith was wisdom ; slaughter, fame. 
Yet though from far his hawk-eye mark'd its prey. 
Soon through the rocks that cross'd his crooked way. 
As a toil'd bull fiercely he stumbled on. 
Till low he lay, dishonour'd and o'erthrown. 

Others, without his valour or his art. 
With all his interested rage of heart, 
FoUow'd, as blighting mists on Gama's toil, 
And underroin'd and rent the mighty pile ; 
Convulsions dread its deep foundations tore : 
Its bending head the scath of lightning bore : 
Its fallen turrets desolation spread ; 
And from its faithless shade in horror fled 
The native tribes — yet not at once subdued ; 
Its pristine strength long storms on storms with- 
stood ; 

• Alboquerk, Sampayo, Nunio, Caitro, are distingukhed cha« 
ncten in the Lusiad, and in the history of Povlw^weie K<v\« 

Vol. XXXIV. K 
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A Nunio'fl justice, and a Castro's sword. 
Oil rais'd its turrets, and its dread restorM. 
Yet, like the sunshine of a winter's day 
On Norway's coast, soon died the transient ray. 
A tyrant race, who own'd no country,* came. 
Deep to intrench themselves their only aim ; 
"With lust of rapine fever'd and athirst, 
'With the unhallow'd rage of gain accursM ; 
Against each spring of action, on the breast. 
For wisest ends, by nature's hand impress'd. 
Stem war they wag*d ; and blindly ween'd, alone 
On brutal dread, to fix their cruel throne. 
The wise and good, with indignation fir'd. 
Silent from their unhallow'd board retired ; 
The base and cunning staid, and, slaves avowed, 
Submiss to every insult smiling bow'd. 
Yet while they smil'd and bow'd the abject head. 
In chains unfelt their tyrant lords they led ; 
Their avarice, watching as a bird of prey. 
O'er every weakness, o'er each vice held away; 
Till secret art assum'd the thwarting face. 
And dictate bold ; and ruin and disgrace 
Clos'd the unworthy scene. Now trampled low 
Beneath the injur'd native, and the foe 
From Belg^a lur'd by India's costly prey. 
Thy glorious structure, Gama, prostrate lay ; 
And lies in desolated awful gloom. 
Dread and instructive aa a niin'd tomb. 



• BeToce the total deeleasioii of ibe Portvfoeio in Aim, aoi 
while they were wilyect (o S|Min, the prineipti people, lays the 
hbfomu Faria, who were mostly a mixed race bom in India, 
lo«t nil atFection for their mother country, nor had any ngai^ 
Ibr any cf the proyinces, where they were only the mmii of •tn9> 
geni aiid(c«NUeino]niiiaitbscaiBethdiiolaolt|eet. 
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Nor less on'Tftgo's than on India's coast 
Was ancient LuSan virtue stain'd and lost : 
On Tago's banks, heroic ardour's foes, 
A soft, luxurious, tinsePd race, arose ; 
Of lofty boastful look and pompous show, 
Triumphant tyrants o'er the weak and low : 
Yet wildly starting from the gaming board 
At erery distant brandish of the sword ; 
Already conquer'd by uncertain dread. 
Imploring peace with feeble hands outspread : — 
Such pe^ce as trembling suppliants still obtain. 
Such peace tkey found beneath the yoke of Spaiii ; 
And the wide empires of the east no more 
Vour'd their redundant !ioms on Lisboa's shore. 

Alas, my friend, how vsun the fairest boast 
Of human pride 1 how soon is Empire lost ! 
Tile pile by ages rear'd to awe the world. 
By one degenerate race to ruin hurl'd ! 
And shall the Briton view that downward race 
With eye unroov'd, and no sad likeness trace ! 
Ah, Heaven ! in every scene, by memory brought. 
My gilding countey rushes on my thought. 

From Lisboa now the frequent vesper bell 
Vibrates o'er Tago's stream with solemn knell. 
Turn'd by the call my pensive eye surveys 
That mighty scene of history's sbame and praise. 
Methinks I hear the yells of horror rise 
From slaughter'd thousands shrieking* to the skies. 



* Besidei the total iNughter of the Moon at the taking of 
Lisbon, other inaisacres have bathed the streets of tliat ciiy in 
blood. King Fernando, surnamed the Careless, ^as driven from 
Lisbon by a bloody insurrection, headed by one Velasquez, a 
tailor. Sume t<rae af;er, on the death of Fernando. Adeyro, the 
C^ncen*s fayourite, was stabbed in her presence, iVie KuYko\> q£ 
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As factious rage or blinded zeal of' yore [gore. 

UolPd their dire chariot-wheels through streams of 

Now tlirobs of other glow my soul employ ; 

I hear the triumph of a nation's joy,* 

From bondage rescued and the foreign sword* 

And independence and the throne restored. 

Hark, what low sound from Cintra's rock ! the air 
Trembles with horror ; fainting lightnings glare ; 
Shrill crows the cock, the dogs give dismal yell ; 
And with the whirlwind's roar full comes the swell i 
Convulsive staggers rock the' eternal ground. 
And heave the Tag^ from his bed profound ; 
A dark red cloud the towers of Lisboa veils ; 
Ah, Heaven, what dreadful groan I the rising gales 
Bring light ; and Lisboa smoking in the dust 
Lies fall'n. — The wide-spread ruins, still aug^ust. 
Still show the footsteps where the dreadful jGod 
Of earthquake, cloth'd in howling darkness, trod ; 
Where mid foul weeds the heaps of marble tell 
From what proud height the spacious temples fell ; 



Lisbon w«s thrown fW»ra the tower of his own cathedral, and 
the massarre of all the Qneen*s adherents became generul ; and 
many were murdered under that pretence, by those who bad an 
^mlty against them. In 1505. between two and three thounnd 
Jews were masiarred in Li»bon in the space of thrr-e days, and 
many Christians were also raurdenrd iiy their private enemies 
under a similar pretence, that tht-y were of the Hebrew race. 
Thousands flocked in firom the country to assi»r in their destnie* 
tioD. and the crews of some French and Dutch ships then in the 
river, says Owrius, were |>articularly active in murdering and 
plundering. 

* When the Spanish yoke was thrown off*, and the Duke of 
Braganza ascended (he throne, under the title of John IV. This 
is one of rhe most remurkable events in history, and dues the 
Portuguese nation infinite honour. 
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I 

And penury and sloth of squalid mien 
Beneath the roofless palace walls* are seen 
In savage hovels, where the tap'stried floor 
Was trod by nobles and by kings before : 
How like, alas, her Indian empire's state ! 
How like the city's and the nation's fate ! 
Yet time points forward to a brighter day : 
Points to the domes that stretch their fair array 
Through the brown ruins, lifting to the sky 
A loftier brow, and mien of promise big'h ; 
Points to the river-shore, where wide and g^rand 
The courts of commerce and her walks expand. 
As an imperial palacef to retain 
The universal queen, and fix her reign ; 
Where pleas'd she hears the groaning oar resound ; 
"By magazines and ars'nals mounded round. 
Whose yet unfinish'd grandeur proudly boasts 
The fairest hope of either India's coasts, 
And bids the Muse's eye on vision roam 
Through mighty scenes in ages long to come. 

Forgive, fair Thames, the song of truth that pays 
To Tago's empress-stream superior praise ; 



* This description is literally just. Whole families, of all ages« 
are every where seen among the ruins, the only covering of 
their habitations being ragged fragments of sail-cloth; and their 
common bed dirty straw. The magnificent and extensive ruins 
of the palace of Braganza contain several hundnds of these 
idle people, much more wretched in their appearance than the 
gipiies of England. 

1* The Praxa de Commercio, op Forum of Commerce, is one of 
the largest and most magnificent squares in Europe. Three 
sides consist of the Exchange and the public offices ; the fourth 
is formed by the I'agus, which ii here edged by an. exteniivc 
and noble wharf, built of coarse marble. 

K 2 



/ 



114 HISCELLAKIES. 

O'er every vauntful rivei be it tliine 
To boast the gfuardian sh eld • f laws divine ; 
But yield to Tagus ali the sovereign state 
By nature's gift bestow'd and pai-tial fate. 
The sea-like port and cetitral sway to pour 
Her fleets, by happiest course, on every shoi 

tV^hen from the sleep of ages dark and dn 
Thy genius, Commerce, rear'd her infant hej 
Her cradle bland on Tago's lap she chose. 
And soon to wondering childhood sprightly i 
And when to g^een and youthful vigour groi 
On Tago's breast she fix*d her central throne 
Far from the hurricane's resistless sweep 
That tears with thundering rage the Carib d< 
Var from the foul-wing'd winter that deformi 
And rolls the northern main with storms on st 
Beneath salubrious skies, to summer g^les 
She gives the vent'rous and returning sails ; 
The smiling isles, nam'd Fortunate of old. 
First on her Ocean's bosom fair unfold : 
Thy world, Columbus, spreads its various brc 
Proud to be first by Lisboa's waves caress'd i 
And Afric woos and leads her easy way 
To the fair regions of the rising day. 
If Turkey's drug^ invite or silken pride. 
Thy straits, Alcides, g^ve the ready tide ; 
And turn the prow, and soon each shore exp 
From Gallia's coast to Europe's northern Ian 

"When Heaven decreed low to the dust to 
That lofty oak,* Assyria's boastful king, 
•* Deep (said the angel-voice) the roots secux 
With bands of brass, and let the liie endure, 

« See Dtniel, c. ir. 
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For yet his head shall rise." — And deep remain 
The living' roots of Lisboa's ancient reigii ; 
Deep in the castled isles on Asia's strand, 
And firm in fair Brazilia's wealthy land. 
*And say, while ages roll their lengthening train, 
Shall nature's gifts to Tagus still prove vain. 
An idle waste ! — A dawn of brightest ray 
Has boldly promis'd the returning day 
Of Lisboa's honours, fairer than her prime 
Lost by a rude unletter'd age's crime — 
Now heaven-taught science and her liberal band 
Of arts, and dictates by experience plan'd. 
Beneath the smiles of a benignant Queen 
Boast the fair opening of a reign* serene. 
Of omen high. — And Camoens' ghost no more 
Wails the neglected Muse on Tago's shore ; 
No more his tears the barbarous agef upbraid : 
His griefs and wrongs all sooth'd, his happy shade 



* Alludes to the establishment of the Royal Academy of Lis- 
bon in May 1780, under the prt* sideucy of the most illustrious 
Prince Don John of Braganza, Duke of Lafoens. &o. &c. The 
■Qihor was preient at the cerefnony of its commencement, and 
had the honour to be admitted a member. 

t Camoens, tbe first poet of Portugal, published his Lusiad at a 
time of the deepest declension of public virtue, when tlie Portu- 
guese empire in India was falling uito rapid decay, when litera- 
ture was totally neglected, and all was luxuiy and iatbecility at 
home. At the end of Buoks V. and VII. of his Lusiad, ht se- 
verely upbraids the nobility tur (heir barbarous ignorance. He 
died neglected in a workhouse, a few months befufe his country 
fell under the yoke of Philip IL of Spain, whose policy in Portu- 
gal was of the same kind with thut which he exercised in the 
Netherlands, endeavouring to secure subniiss on by severity, with 
the view of reducing them beneath the possibdity of a successful 
icvolt. 
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Beheld the' Uylsseft* of hit age return 

To Tago's banki ; and earneit to adorn 

The hero's brows, be weaves the' Elysian crown, 

What time the letter'd chiefs of old renown, 

And patriot heroes, in the' Elysian bowers 

Shall hail Braganza ! Of the fairest flowers 

Of Helicon, entwin'd with laurel leaves 

^From Maxen field, the deathless wreath he weaves ; 

Anxious alone, nor be his vows in vain, 

That long his toil unfinish'd may remain ! 

The view how g^teful to the liberal mind. 
Whose glow of heart embraces human kind. 
To see a nation rise ! But ah, my friend. 
How dire the pangs to mark our own descend ! 
With ample powers from ruin still to save. 
Yet as a vessel on the furious wave. 
Through sunken rocks and ravenous whirlpools tost, 
Each power to save in counter-action lost, 
Where,whiIecombining storms the deckso'erwhelm. 
Timidity slow falters at the helm. 



* Thii title ii firen Ivy the Pprtufoete histoHaiu to Don John, 
ooe oi (he younger toiu of John I. of Portngal, who bad Titited 
erery court of Europe. The nroe title if no leti due to the 
present illustriottg deseendMit of hii titniJy, the Duke <rf'L«fbf nt. 
His Graee, who has whhin these few years retorned to his natire 
country, Wat aho*it twenry.two years ibieAt ffOm it. Daring 
thf late wur, he was a volonteer in the irmy of the Emprew 
Queen, in which he senred as Heutenant-feneral, aod partied* 
lariy distingtiished himself at the battle of Masefi, where the 
PrtiMians were defeated. After the peace, he not only -visited 
every codrt of Korope, niost of whose hingnages he ipeakt 
fluently, bat alto trairelled to Turkey and JS/gfpU owl «^^ ^ 
Lapland. Mis grace is no les* <.ittingiiished by hi* taste for the 
Be/ir« Le(/fri, tfaaB for hit exteniive knowledge of history and 
tcieace. 
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Tbe crew, in mutiny, from every mast 
Tearing its strength, and yielding to the blast ; 
By faction's stem and gloomy lust of change. 
And selfish rage inspir'd and dark revenge— 
Nor ween, my friend, that fiivouring fate forebodes 
That Albion's state, the* toil of demi-gods. 
From ancient manners pure, through ages long. 
And from unnumber'd friendly aspects sprung, 
'When poison'd at the heart its soul expires. 
Shall e'er ag^n resume its generous fires : 
No future day may such fair frame restore : 
When Albion falls, she fidls to rise no more ! 



ASnSXSSSD TO A YOVSQ LADT STUDIOUS OF BOTAITT. 

Sat, gentle Lady of the bower, 

For thou, though young, art wise. 
And known to thee is every flower 

Beneath our milder skies : 

Say, which the plant of modest dye, 

And lovely mien combin'd. 
That fittest to the pensive eye 

Displays the virtuous mind ? 

! soug^ht the groves where innocence 

Methought might long reside ; 
But April's blossoms banish'd thence, 

Gave summer. Flora's pride. 
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I sought tlie garden's boasted haunt^ 

But on the gay parterre 
Carnations glow, and tulips flaunt. 

No humble floweret there. 

<' The flower you seek (the Nymph replies) 

Has bow'd the languid head ; 
For on its bloom the blazing skies 

Their sultry rage have shed. 

** 'Tis now the downward withering day 

Of winter's dull presage. 
That seeks not where the dog-star's ray 

Has shed his fiercest rage. 

<< Yet search yon shade, obscure, forlorn^ 
Where rude the bramble g^rows ; 

There, shaded by the humble thorn. 
The lingering Primrose blows." 



Oir PASSIKO THE BBIDOS OT AXCAITTRA, NEAB 

LISBOir, 

H^re Camteni it rtpvrUd to have choten td» StatUn^ when 
and Neeeiiity compeUed him to A^ hU daily Su^enancc, 

Oft as at pensive eve I pass the brook 
Where Lisboa's Maro, old and suppliant, stooc 
Fancy, his injur'd eld and sorrows rude 
Brought to my view. 'Twas night : with chec 

look 
Methought he bowM the head in languid moo* 
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As pale with penary in darkling nook 
Forlorn he watchM. Sudden the skies partook 
A mantling blaze, and warlike forms intrude. 
Here Gama's semblance brayes the boiling main, 
* And Luntania's warriors hurl the spear ; 
But whence that flood of lig^t that bids them rear 
Their lofty brows ! From thy neglected strain, 
Camoens, unseen by vulgpit eye it flows ; 
That glorious blaze, to thee, thy thankless country 
owes. 



STAJ^ZAS OJSTMR. QARRICK. 

Faib was the graceful form Prometheus made. 
Its front the image of the god displayed : 
All heaven approv'd it, ere Minerva stole 
The fire of Jove, and kindled up the soul. 

So Shakspeare's page, the flower of poesy. 
Ere Garrick rose, had charms for every eye : 
Twas Nature's genuine image wild and grand. 
The strong markM picture of a master's hand. 

But when bis Garrick, Nature's Pallas, came. 
The bard's bold painting burst into a flame ; 
Each part new force and vital warmth receiv'd* 
Ka touch'd by heaven — and all the picture liv'd, 



IMITATIONS OF SPENSER. 



SYR MARTYJ\r: 

k FOSM, YS THE MANKEB OF 8PSNSSS. 

ADVBRTJSEMEjrr, 

This attempt in the manner of Spenfer was first 
published in 1767, since which time it has paHsed 
through some editions, under the title of The Con- 
cubine ; a title, which, it must be confessed, con- 
veyed a very improper idea both of the subject 
and sp'rit of the Poem. It is now more properly 
entitled Syr Martyn, and the author is happy to 
find thatthe public approba ion of the work has 
given him an opportunity to alter its name so much 
to advantage. 

The first publication was not accompanied with 
any prefatory add»"ess, by which' either tlie inten- 
tion of the writer might be explained, or the can- 
dour of the reader solicited. To solicit candour 
for the poetical execution he still declines, for 
taste is not to be bribed : but ])erhap8 justice to 
himself may require some explanation of his de- 
sign, and some apology for his use of the manner 
of Speaser. 
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It is an established maxim in criticism, "That 
an interesting moral is essential to a gvod poem." 
The character of the Man of Fortune is of the 
utmost importance both in the political and moral 
world • to throw, therefore, a just ridicule on the 
pursuits and pleasures which often prove fatal to 
the important virtues of the gentleman, must af- 
ford an interesting moral, but it is the management 
of the writer which alone must render it striking. 
Yet, however, he may have failed in attaining this, 
the author may decently assert, that to paint false 
pleasure as it is, ridiculous and contemptible, alike 
destructive to virtue and to happiness, was at least 
Ibe purpose of his Poem. 

It is also an establshed maxim in criticism, that 
the subject of a poem should be one ,- that every 
part should contribute to the completion of one 
design, which, properly pursued, will naturally 
diifuse itself into a regular beginning, middle, and 
end. Yet, in attaining this umty of the whole, the 
necessary regularity must stilll5e poetical, for the 
spirit of poetry cannot exist under the shackles of 
logical or mathematical arrangement. Or, to use 
the words of a very eminent Critic, ** As there 
must needs be a connexion, so that connexion will 
best answer its end, and the purpose of the writer, 
which, whilst it leads by a sure train of thinking 
to the conclusion in view, conceals itself all the 
while, and leaves to the reader tl^e satisfaction of 
supplying the intermediate links, and joining to- 
gether, in his own mind, what is left in a seeming 
posture of neglect and inconnexion." 

If, therefore, the delineation of the character of 
the man of birth, who, with every 3td\^TV\.3i^^ <ill 

Vol, xxxrv. L 
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nilural abUiticf and anuible (MpotUion^ ii tt once 
lost to the public Atul bimnlf i if this ebinetcr 
hftf Ui begtnningf middloy an4 tnd, die poem Imo 
«11 the unUy that propriety requires s bow Ikr Mich 
unity if atttinedt may perh^ be mom. at one riew 
in the following argument : 

After an invocation to tbi genius of Spenser, 
and proposition of the subject^ the Kaight's first 
attachment to bis Concubinet his levity, love of 
pleasure, and disnpation, with the infiuenoe over 
him which on this she assuaiei^ are parts which 
undoubtedly constitute a Just beginning* 

The ejects of this influen4e, exemplified in the 
diiferent parts of a gentlenuufs rebtive chaiaeter^ 
in his domestic elegance <f park, gardcai^ and 
house—in his unbappiness asa lover, a paneat, and 
a man of letters— behaviour u a master to his te« 
nantSp as a friend, and a brather^-and in hb feel- 
ingi, in his hours of retirement, as a man of birth 
and a patriot, naturally coiaplete the middle, to 
which an allegorical catastrophe furnishes the pro- 
per and regular end. 

Some reasons, perhaps, may be 4apeGted for' 
having adopted the manner of Spenser* To pro* 
pose a general use of it were indeed highly sIk 
surd I yet it may be presumed there are some sub- 
jects on which it msy be ussd with advaotage* B«t 
not to enter upon any formil deHinoe, the author 
will only say, that the fulness and wantonaesa of 
description, the quaint simplicity, and above all^ 
the luidicrous, of which the antique phraseology 
and manner of Spenser are so happily and pecu- 
liarly susceptible, inclined him to esteem it not 
solely ss the best, but the only mode of cooposi* 
Hon Md»pUd to his lul^ect. 
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S YR MA R T F JV. 



CANTO I. 



The mirthfiill bowres and flowrjr dalet 

OfpleaiQret faerie land. 
Where rirtues budds are blighted at 

By foul enchanters wand. 



ye west windes, through the lonely dale^ 
tid, fitticy, to thy faerie bowre betake ! 
rennow; with baltnie freshnease, breathes the gale^ 
•impling^ with downy wing the stilly lake ; 
hrough the pale willows faultering whi^ers wake, 
nd evening comes with locks bedropt with dew ; 
n Desmond's* mouldering turrets slowly shake 
he trembling rie^grass and the hare-bell blue, 
nd ever and anon faire Mulla's plaints renew. 

for that namelesse powre to strike mine eare, 
hat powre of charme thy naiads once possest, 
lelodious Mulla ! when, full oft whyleare, 
'hy gliding murmurs soothed the gentle brest 
f haplesse Spenser : long with woes opprest, 
ong with the drowsic patrons smyles decoyM, 
iM in thy shades, no. more with cares distrest, 
o more with painful anxious hopes accloy'd, 
'he sabbath of his life the milde good man enjoy'd : 

• The CJif tie of the Earl of Deirooiid, on ihe banks of the river 
tfully in Ir.'lnn'l. w.is some lime the rciidencf of Spenser, the 
^aee where he wrote the greatest pare of the Faerie ^v\e^tv«. 
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EnjoyM each wish ; while rapt in visions blest. 
The Muses wooed him, when each evening grey 
Luxurious Fancy, from her wardrobe drest 
Brought fortii her faerie knights in sheen array 
By forrest edge or welling fount, where lay, 
Farre from the crowd, the carelesse bard supine : 
Oh, happy man ! how innocent and gay, 
Hr>w mildly peaceful! past these houres of thine ! 
Ah ! could a sigh avail, such sweete calme peace 
were mine ! 

Yet oft, as pensive through these lawns I stray. 
Unbidden transportes through my bosome swell s 
With pleasuig reverence awed, mine eyes survey . 
The hallowed shades where Spenser strung his shell. 
The brooke still murmurs through the bushy dell. 
Still through the woodlands wild and beauteous riae 
The hills g^en tops ; still from her moss-white cell 
Coroplayning Ek:hoe to the stockdove sighs. 
And Fancy, wandering here, still feels new extacies. 

Then come, ye Genii of the place I O come. 
Ye wilde-woorl Muses of the native lay ! 
Ye who these banks did whilom constant roam» 
And round your Spenser ever gladsome play ! 
Oh, come once more ! and with your magick ray' 
•rtiese lawns transforming, raise the mystick scene— 
The lawns already own your vertual sway. 
Proud cities rise, with seas and wildes atweene ; 
In one enchanted view the various walks of men* 

Towerd to the sky, with cliff on cliff ypild. 
Fronting the sunne, a rock fantastick rose ; 
From every rift the pink and primrose smild» 
And redd with b\oa&otK&WTv^\^^^\kdin^ boughs ^ 
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On middle cliff each flowry shrub that blows 
On Maye's sweete morne a fragrant g'rove displayed. 
Beauteous and wilde as ever Druid chose ; 
From whence a reverend Wizard through the shade 
Advaunst to meet my steps : for here me seem'd 
I strayM. 

White as the snow-drop round his temples flowM 
A few thin hairs ; bright in his eagle eye, [glow'd ; 
Meint with heaven's lightning, social mildnesse 
Yet when him list queynt was his leer and slic, 
Yet wondrous distant from malignitie ; 
For still his smyle did forcibly disclose 
The soul of worth and warm hart-honestie: 
Such winning grace as age but rare bestows 
Dwelt on his cheeks and lips, though like the wi- 
thering rose. 

Of sky en blue a mantling robe he wore, 

A purple girdle loosely ty'd his waist 

Enwove with many a flowre from many a shore. 

And half conceal'd and half reveal'd liis vest. 

His vest of silk, the Faerie Queene's bequest 

What time she wooed him ere his head was grey j 

A lawrell bough he held, and now addrest 

To speech, be points it to the mazy way 

That wide and faiTe around in wildest prospect lay. 

** Younkling, (quoth he) lo, where at thy desire 
The wilderness of life extensive lies ; 
The path of blustering fame and warlike ire. 
Of scowling powre and lean -boned covetise, 
Of thoughtlesse mirth and folly's giddy joys ; 
And whither all those paths ilUisivc end. 
All these at my command didactick rise. 
And shift obedient as mine arm 1 beud." 
ll« said^ smd to th9 field did straight kia aim fS\.t.Xii. 

K2 
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" Well worthy views, (quoth I) rise all around* 

But certes, lever would 1 see and hear. 

How, oft, the gentle plant of generous ground 

And fairest bloom no ripen'd fruit will bear : 

Oft have I shed, perdie, the bitter tear 

To see the shoots of vertue slirink and die. 

Untimely blasted in the soft greene eare : 

What evil blight thus works such villainy, [try." 

To tell, O reverend seer, thy promp^t enchantment 

*• Ah me ! how little doe unthinking youth 
Foresee tlie sorpowes of their elder age ! 
Full oft, (quoth he) my bosom melts with ruth 
To note the follies of their early stage, 
Where dissipation's cup full deepe they pledge ; 
Ne can the wizard's saws disperse to flight 
The ills tliat soon will warre against them wage, 
Ne may fue spells that lay the church-yarde spright. 
From pleasure's servile bands release the luckless 
wight. 

•* This truth to tell, see yonder lawnskepe rise. 

An ample field of British clime I ween, 

A field which never by poetick eyes [scene 

Was view'd from hence. Thus, though the rural 

Has by a thousand artists pencil'd beene. 

Some other may, from other point, explore 

A view full different, yet as faire beseeiie : 

So shall these lawns present one lawnskepe more * 

For certes where we stand stood never wight before. 

" In yonder dale does wonne a gentle knight" 
Fleet as he spake still rose the imagerie 
Of ^jl he told depcinten to the sight ; 
it wsiSy I weet, a goodlie baroi^c i 
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Beneath a green-clad hill, right faire to see. 
The castle in the sunny vale y stood ; 
All round the east grew many a slieltenng tree. 
And on the west a dimpling silver flood [wood. 
Kan through the gardins trim, then crept into the 
«How sweetely here, (quoth he) might one employ 
And fill with worthy deed the fleeting houres ! 
What pleasaunce mote a learned wight enjoy 
£mong the hills and vales and shady bowres. 
To mark how buxom Ceres round him poures 
The hoary-headed wheat, the freckled corne. 
The bearded barlie, and the hopp that towres 
ISo high, and with his bloom salews the morne. 
And with the orchard vies the lawnskepe to adorn. 

** The fragrant orchard, where her golden store 

Pomona lavishes on everie tree. 

The velvet-coated peach, the plumb so hore. 

The nectrines redd, and pippins sheene to see. 

That nod in everie gale with wanton glee : 

How happy here with Woodstock's laughing swain* 

And Avon's bardf of peerlesse memorie 

To saunter tlu'ough the daisie-whiten'd plain, [train. 

When fcincy's sweetest impe Dan Spenser joins the 

*« Ne to Syr Martyn hight (vere these unknown ; 
Oft by the brooke his infant steps they led. 
And oft the Fays, with many a warbhng tone 
And laughing shape, stood round his morning bed : 
Such happiness bioom'd fair around his head. 
Yet though his mind was form'd each joy to taste. 
From him, alas ! dear homcfclt jo} auncc fled. 
Vain meteors still his cheated arms embraced; 
W here all scem'd flowric gay,he found a drery waste. 
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" Just when he had his eighteenth summer seeu, 

Lured by the fragrance of the new -mown hay. 

As careless sauntering through the elm^^nc'd g^en, 

He with his book beguiPd the clositigclay, 

Thel dairy maid hight Katherine frisk'd that way ; 

A rogfuish twinkling look the gypsie cast. 

For much she wish'd the lemmans part to play : 

Nathlesse, unheeding on his way he past, 

Ne enter*d in his heart or wish or thought unchast. 

*< Right plump she was, and ruddie glow'd her cheek. 
Her easie waste in milch-white boddice dight. 
Her golden locks curl'd down her shoulders sleek. 
And halfe her bosome heaving met the sight. 
Whiles gayly she accosts the sober wight : 
Freedom and glee blythe sparkling in her eye. 
With wanton raerrymake she trips the knight, 
And round the younkling makes the clover flye : 
But soon he starten up, more gamesome by and 
bye. 

' I weei), (quoth ihe) you think to win a kiss, 
But, certes, you shall woo and strive in vain.' 
Fast in his armes he caught her then y wis ; 
Yfere they fell : but load and angry then 
Gan she of shame and 'haviour vild complain. 
While bashfully the weetlesse boy did look ; 
With cunning smyles she view'd his awkward pain . 
The smyle he caught, and eke new courage took. 
And KAtherine then a kiss, perdie, did gentlie brook. 

" Fleet pass'd the months ere yet the giddy boy 
One thought bestow'd on what would surely be • 
But well liis aunt perceiv'd his dangerous toy. 

And sore 3he fear'd h^r 9iuncUnt Hni^Ut 
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S4)ould now be stained with blood of base degree : . 
For, sooth to tell, her liefest hearts delight 
Was still to count her princely pedigree. 
Through barons bold all up to Cadwall hight. 
Thence up to Trojan Brute ysprong of Venus bright. 

*< But, zealous to forefend her gentle race 
From baselie matching with plebeian bloud, [grace* 
Wiiole nights she schem'd to shonne thilk foull dis- 
And Katherin's bale in wondrous wrath she vow'd : 
Yet could she not with cunning portaunce shroud. 
So as might best succede her gx>od intent^ 
But clept her lemman and vild slut aloud i 
That soon she should her gracelesse thewes repent. 
And stand in long white sheet before the parson 
shent." 

So spake tlie Wizard, and his hand he wav'd, 
And prompt the scenerie rose, where listless lay. 
The knight in shady bowre, by streamlet lav*d. 
While Philomela 6ooth*d the parting day : 
Here Katherin him approach'd with features gay. 
And all her store of blandishments and wiles ; 
The knight was touch'd — but she with soft delay 
And gentle tears yblends her languid smiles. 
And of base falsitie the* enamour'd boy reviles. 

Amaz'd the boy beheld her ready teares. 

And, faultering oft, exclaims with wondring stare, 

** Wliat mean these sighs ? dispell thine ydle feares ; 

And, confident in me, thy griefs declare." 

** And need, (quoth she) need I my heart to bare. 

And tellen what untold well knowne mote be ? 

Lobtr is my friends good-will, my mother's care — 

By you deserted — ah ! unhappy me \ \«\>C\tr 

I-eft to yvur SLuni's feVL spight, aud vftt^MvjX <^^>^- 



^^ 
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*' My aunt! (quoth he) forsooth shall she command :* 
No ; sooner shall yoh hill forsake his place," 
He laughing said, and would have caught her hand ; 
Her hand she shiS^ted to berblubber'd face 
With prudish modestie, and sobd, *' Alas ! 
Grant me your bond, or else on yonder tree 
These silkin garters, pledge of thy embrace. 
Ah, welladay ! shall hang my babe and me. 
And everie night our ghostes shall bring all liell to 
thee." 

Ythrill'd with horror gap'd the Mrareless wight. 
As when,' aloft oft welUstor'd cherrie-trec, 
llief thielrish eHe beholds with pale affright 
TPhe gardner near, and weets not where to flee : 
" And will my bond forefend thilk miserie ? 
That shalt thou have ; and for thy peace beside, 
"What mote I more ? Housekeeper shalt thou be" — 
An awfull oath forthwith his promise tied, [bride. 
And Katherin was as blythe as ever blythesome 

His aunt fell sick for very dole to see 

Her kindest counsels scorn'd, and sore did pine 

To think what well she knew would shortly be, 

Cadwallin's blood debasM in Kutbrin's line ; 

For very dole she died. Oh sad propine, 

Syr knight, for all that care which she did take ! 

How many a night, for coughs and colds of thine. 

Had she sat up, rare cordial broths to make. 

And cocker*d thee so kind with many a daintie cakef 

Soft as the gossamer in summer shades 
Extends its twinkling line from spray to spray. 
Gently as sleep the weary lids invades. 
So soft, so gently pleasure mines her way .- 
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But whither will Uie 'smiliaig' fiend betray. 
Ah, let the knight's. apprQaoUingf days declare ! 
Though evcrie blppme and flowre of buxom May 
Bestrew her path, to desarts col^Ljuid bare 
The mazy path betrays the giddy wight unware. 

" Ah ! (says the Wizard) what may now availe 
His manlie sense that fairest blossoms bore, 
^is temper gentle as the whispering gale. 
His native goodnesse, and his vertuous lorcH 
Now through his veins, all uninflam'd before. 
The' enchanted cup of dissipation hight 
Has shedd, with subtil stealth, through everie pore. 
Its giddy poison, brew'd witli magicke mighte. 
Each budd of gentle worth and better thou^^ht to 
blight. 

** So the Canadian, train'd in drery wastes 

To chace the foming bore and fallow deer. 

At first the trader's beverage shylie tastes ; 

Bur soon with headlong rage, unfelt whyleare, 

Inflam'd he lusts for the delirious cheer ; 

So bursts the boy disdainful of restrent. 

Headlong attonce into the wylde career 

Of jollitie, with all his mind unbent, [spent. 

And dull and yrksome hangs the day in sports UU' 

Now fly the wassal seasons wing'd with glee, 
£ach day affords a flood of roring joy ; [flee. 

The springs green months ycharm'd with cocking 
The jolly horse-race summer's grand employ. 
His harvest sports the foxe and hare destroy ; 
But the substantial comforts of the bowl 
Are thine, O Winter! thine to fire the boy 
"With Kngland's cause, and swell his mightie soul> 
Tin dizzy with his peres about 1\\q ftoTC^^^ \a^\» 
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" Now round his dores ynaiPd on clog-gfs of wood 
Hang mRny a badger's snout and foxes tai]. 
The which had he through many a hedge persewd. 
Through marsh, through meer, dyke, ditch, and 
delve and dale ; [ps^s ; 

To hear his hair-breadth scapes would make you 
Which well the groome hight Patrick can relate, 
Whileas on holidays he quaffs his ale ; 
And ^ot one circumstance will he forgett ; 
So keen the braggard chorle is on his hunting sett. 

•* Now on the turf the knight with sparkling eyes 
Beholds the springing racers sweep the ground ; 
Now lightlie by the post the foremost flies. 
And thondring on, the rattling^oofs rebound f 
The coursers groan, the cracking whips resound : 
And gliding with the gale they rush along 
Right to the stand. The knight stares wildly round,. 
And, rising on his sdl, his jocund tongue 
Is heard above the noise of all the noisie throng. 

" While thus the knight persewd the shaddow joy. 
As youthful spirits thoughtlesse led the way. 
Her gulden baits, ah, gilded to decoy ! 
Kathrin did eve and mom before him lay, 
Watchfull to please, and ever kindlie gay ; 
Till, like a thing bewitch'd, the carelesse wight 
Kesigns himself to her capricious sway : 
Then soon, perdie, was never charme-bound spright 
In necromancers thrall in halfe such pitteous plight. 

" Her end accomplish^, and her hopes at stay. 
What need her now, she recks, one smyle bestow ; 
Each care to please were trouble thrown away. 
And tbriftlesse waste, with many maxirot moe. 
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As, -what were she the better did she so P 
She conns, and freely sues her native bent ; 
Yet still can she to g^iard his thralldom know. 
Though grim'd with snuff in tawdrie gown she went. 
Though peevish were her spleen, and rude her 
joUiment. 

'* As when the linnett hails the balroie mome. 
And roving through the trees his roattin sings. 
Lively with joy, till on a lucklesse thorne 
He lights, where to his feet the birdlime clings ; 
Then all in vain be fiapps his gaudie wings : 
The more he flutters still the more foredone : 
So fares it with the knight : each morning brings 
His deeper thrall : ne can he brawling shun, 
For Katherin was his thorne and birdlime both in 
one. 

" Or, when atop the hoary western hill 
The ruddie simne appears to rest his chin. 
When not a breeze disturbs the murmuring rill. 
And mildlle warm the falling dewes begin, 
The gamesome trout then shews her silverie skin. 
As wantonly beneath the wave she glides. 
Watching the buzzing flies, that neVer blin, 
Then,dropt with pearle and golde, displays her sides. 
While she with frequent leape the rufBed streame 
divides. 

" On the greene banck a truant schoolboy stands ; 
Well has the urchin markt her merry play. 
An ashen rod obeys his g^ilefull hands. 
And leads the mimick fly across her way ; 
Askaunce, with wistly look and coy delay> 
Vol. XXXIV. M 
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The hungrie trout the g^litteraund treachor eyes, 
Semblaunt of life, with speckled wings so gay ; 
Then, slylie nibbling, prudish from it flies, [prize. 
Till with a bouncing start she bites the truthless 

•* Ah, then the younker gives the fatefull twhch ; 
Struck with amaze she feels the hook ypight 
Deepe in her gills, and, plon^^ng where the beech 
Shaddows the poole, she runs in dred affright ; 
In vain the deepest rock, her late delight. 
In vain the sedgy n^k for help she tries ; 
The laughing elfe now curbs, now aids her flight. 
The more entangled still the more she flies. 
And soon amid the grass the panting captive lies. 

" Where now, ah pity ! where that sprightly play. 

That wanton bounding, and exulting joy. 

That lately welcom'd the retouming ray. 

When by the rivletts bancks, with blushes coy, 

April walked forth — ah ! never more to toy 

In purling streame, she pants, she gasps, and dies ! 

Aye me ! how like the fortune of the boy. 

His days of revel and his nights of noise [prize. 

Have left him now, involv'd, his lemman's hapless 

** See now the changes that attend her sway ; 
The parke where rural elegance had plac'd 
Her sweet retreat, where cunning art did play 
Her happiest freaks, that nature undefac'd 
Receiv'd new charmes ; ah, see, how foul disg^ac'd 
Now lies thilke parke so sweetlie wylcle afore ! 
Each grove and bowery walke be now laid waste ;- 
The bowling greene has lost its shaven flore. 
And snowM with washing suds now yawns beside 
the dore, 
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*^ All rooAd the bord«n where the iMuirie blue. 
Crocus, and polTanthus speckled fine. 
And daffodils in fayre confusion grew, 
Emong the rose-bush roots and eg^iantine ; 
These now their place to cabbages resign. 
And tawdrie pease supply the lillys stead ; 
Rough artichokes now bristle where the vine 
Its purple clusters round the windows spread. 
And laisie coucurobers on dung recfine the head. 

''The fragrant orchard, once the aumiQer'^ pride. 
Where oft, by moonshine, on the daisied greeny 
In jovial daunce, or tripping side by nde, 
Pomona and her buxom nymphs were aeene s 
Or, where the dear canal stretch'd out atweene, 
Deffly their locks with blossomes would they brede; 
Or, resting by the primrose hillocks sheene. 
Beneath the apple boughs and walnut shade. 
They sung their loves the while the fruitage gaily 
spread : 

*^ The fragrant orchard at her dire command 
In all the pride of blossome strew'd the plain ; 
The hillocks gently rising through the land 
Must now no trace of nature's steps retain ; 
The clear canal, the mirrour of the swain, 
And bluish lake no more adorne the g^eene, 
Two durty watering ponds alone remain ; [beene. 
And where the moss-floor'd filbert bowres had 
Is now a turnip field, andcowyarde nothing cleane. 
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An auncient crone, yclepd hy housewives Thrift, 
All this devis'd for trim oeconomie ; 
But certes ever from her birth bereft 
Of elegance, ill fitts her title high : 
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Coarse were her looks, yet smoothe her courtesie, 
Hoyden her shapes, but g^ve was her attyre. 
And erer fixt on trifles was her eye ; 
And still she plodden round the kitchin fyre. 
To sare the smallest crombe her pleasure and de- 
syre. 

*' Bow-bent with eld, her steps were soft and slow. 
Fast at her side a bounch of keys yhong. 
Dull care sat brooding on her jealous brow. 
Sagacious proverbs dropping from her tongue : 
Tet sparing though she beene her guestes emong. 
Ought by herself that she mote gormandise. 
The foul curmudgfeon would have that ere long. 
And hardly could her witt her gust suffice s 
Albee in varied stream, still was it covetise. 

*' Dear was the kindlie love which Katheiine bore 
This crooked ronion, for in soothly guise 
She was her genius and her counsellor : 
Now cleanly milking-pails in careful wise, 
Bedeck each room, and much can she despise [ill : 
The knight's complaints, and thriftlesse judgment 
Eke vers'd in sales, right wondrous cheap she buy s. 
Parlour and bedroom too her bargains fill : 
Though useless, cheap they beene, and cheap she 
purchas'd still. 

** His tenants whilom been of thriftie kind. 
Did like to sing and worken all the day. 
At seedtime never were they left beliind. 
And at the harvest-feast still first did play ; 
And ever at the terme their rents did pay. 
For well they knew to guide their rural geer : 
All ia a row, yclad in homespun g^y, 



They march'd to church each Sunday of the year, 
Their imps yode on afore, the carles brought up 
the rear. 

*^ Ah, happy days ! but now no longer found : 

No m(H*e with social hospitable glee 

The village hearths at Christmas tide resound. 

No more the Whitsun gamboU may you see. 

Nor morrice daunce, nor May-day jollitie. 

When tlie blythe maydens foot the dewy gpreen j 

But now, in place, heart-sinking penurie 

And hopeless care on every face is seen. 

As these the drery times of curfou-bell had been. 

** For everie while, with thief-like lounging pace. 
And dark of look, a tawdrie villain came. 
Muttering some words with serious meaning face. 
And on the church dore he would fix their name ; 
Then, nolens volens, thay must heed the same. 
And quight those fieldes their yeomen grandsires 
plow'd [fame, 

£er .since black Kd ward's days, when,^ crowned with 
From Cressie field the knight's old grandsire prowd 
L.ed home hisyeomanrie, and each his glebe allowd. 
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But now the orphan sees his harvest fielde 
Beneath the gripe of law's stern rapine fall. 
The friendlesse widow, from her hearth expell'd, 
Withdraws to some poor hutt with earthen wall : 
And these, perdie, were Katherins projects all : 
For, sooth to tell, g^ievd was the knight full sore 
Such sinful deeds tu see : yet such his thrall. 
Though he had pledged his troth, yet nathemore 
It mote he keep, except she will'd the sanie btCot^.. 

M 2 
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«* Oh, wondrous powre of woman's wily art, 
What for thy witchcraft too secure may be ! 
Nor Circe's cup may so transform the heart. 
Or bend the will, fallacious powre, like thee ; 
Lo, manly sense of princely dignitie, 
Witch'd by thy spells, thy crowching slave is seen ; 
Lo, high-brow'd honour bends the groveling knee. 
And every bravest virtue, sooth 1 ween. 
Seems like a bhghted ilowre of dank unlo^^ly mien. 

•* Ne may grim Saracene, nor Tartar man. 
Such ruthlesse bondage on his slave impose. 
As Kathrin on the knight full deffly can ; 
Ne may the knight escape, or cure his woes : 
As he who dreams he climbs some mountains brows. 
With painful struggling up the steep height strains* 
Anxious he punts and toils, but strength foregoes 
His feeble limbs, and not a step he gains ; [chains. 
So toils the powrelesse knight beneath his ^rvile 

** His lawyer now assumes the guardians place ; 
Learn'd was thilk clerk in deeds, and passing slie i 
Slowe was his speeche, and solemn was his face 
As that grave bird which Athens rankt so high ; 
Pleas'd Dullness basking in his glossie eye. 
The smyle would oft steal through his native 

phlegm ; 
And well he guards Sir Mart3^is propertie. 
Till not one peasant dares invude the game : 
But certes, seven yeares relate was soon his owa 

just claim. ' 

** Now mortgage follows mortgage : cold delay 
Still yawns on everic long-depending case. 
The knights guy bloome the while slid fast away ^ 
Kathrin the whUc bvov\^\\\\i^wtUng imps apace ; 
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While everie day renews his vile 
And stndtens still the more his galling thrmll : 
See now what scenes his household hours debase. 
And rise successive in his cbeerlesse hall." 
So spake the Seer, and prompt the scene obey'd 
his calL 

** See, (quoth the Wizard) how with foltering mien. 
And discomposed yon stranger he receives ; 
Lo, how with sulkie look, and moapt with spleen. 
His frowning mislresse to his friend behxves ; 
111 vain he nods, in vain his hand he waves, 
Ne will she heed, ne will she sign obay ; 
Nor corner dark his awkward blushes saves. 
Ne may the hearty laugh, ne features g^y : 
I'he hearty laugh, perdie, does but his pain betray. 

** A worthy wight his friend was ever known. 
Some generous cause did still his lips inspire ; 
He begs the knight by friendships long agone 
To shelter from his lawyer's cruel ire 
An auncient liinde, around whose cbeerlesse fire- 
Sat grief, and pale disease. The poor man's wrong 
Affects the knight : his inmost hart's desire 
Gleams through his eyes ; yet all confus'd, and stung 
With inward pain, he looks, and silence guards his 
tongue. 

*' See, while his friend entreats and urg^s still. 

See, how witli sidelong glaunce and 'haviour shy 

He steals the look to read his leroman's will, 

Watc^ull the dawn of an assent to spy. 

Look as he will, yet will she not comply. 

His friend with scorn beholds his awkward pain ; 

From him even pity turns her tear-dcv^'d e^e» 
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And oft, wben fijins >■> ^^ monaomi gide. 

By JEthiopi&'s coast or Jara's ile» 

IVhen glauncmg* over oceaa's bosom pale, [sail: 

The ship hung on the winds with bniad and steadie 

** Hung on the winds as from bis ayrie ffigbt, 
Yf'ith wide-spred wing unmoVd, the eagle beiid^ 
When, on old Snowdon's brow prepar'd to £gtit. 
Sailing the liquid skye he sheer descends : 
Thus oft, wben roving farre as ware eictendi^ 
The scenes of promist bliss would warm the boyy 
To meet his brother with each wish yblends, [ploy; 
And fnendship's glowing hopes each thought em* 
And now at home arriv'd his heart dilates with joy. 

*' Around the meadows and the parke helo^J^ 
To spy the streamlett or the elm-tree shade. 
Where oft at eve, beneath the cawing rooks. 
He with his feres in raery childhoode play'd : 
But all was changed ! — Unweetingly dismay'd 
A cold foreboding impulse thrills his breast ; 
And who but Kathrin now is deamly frayd 
When entering in she kens the stranger g^est: 
Then with sad mien she rose, and kindlie binM 
embrest. 

** Great marvell at her solemn cheer he made; 
Then, sobbing deepe, * Glad will Syr Martyn be, 
Faire Syr, of your retourne, (she gently said) 
But what mishap ! our infant familie. 
The dearest babes, though they were nought to mej 
That ever breath'd, are laid in deadly plight : * 
What shall we do ! — great were your courteaie 
To lodge in yonder tenant's house to night ; 
l*he skilful! leache forbids that noise my hab«B 
should fright.' 
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** Blunt was the boy, and to the farme-house nigh 
To wait his brother, at her bidding fares, 
Conducted by a gossip pert and sly : 
Katbrin the while her malengines prepares. 
Now gan the duske suspend the plowman's cares, 
"When from his rural sportes arrives the knight ; 
Soon with his mates the jovial bowl he shares, 
BJB hall resounds ! — amaz'd the stranger wight 
Arreads it all as done to him in fell despight. 

^'Late was the houre whenas the knight was tould 
Of stranger g^est : * Go, bid him welcome here ; 
What seeks he there ?' quoth he. * Perdie, what 

would 
You seek ?' says to the boy the messenger. 
*To see the ^knight, (quoth he) I but requerc.' 

* Sjrr knight, he scomes to come ;' t!ie servant said. 

* Go, bid him still (quoth he) to welcome cheer:' 
But all contrarywise the faytor made. 

Till rage enflam'd the boy ; and still his rage they 
fed. 

•Your brother, (quoth the hostesse) soon will 
* wast^ 

His faire estate ; and certes, well I read. 
He weens to hold your patrimonie fast.' 
Next morne a lawyer beene ybrought with speed, 
And wise he lookt, and wisely shook his hede. 
Him now inipow'r*d, the youth with rage yblent 
Vows never to retourne f then mounts his steed. 
And leaves the place in fancy hugely shent : 
All which to Kathrin's mind gave wondrous great 
content." 
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CANTO n. 



In mnieAil itoiind Syr Martyn rewt 

Hii youthede* thoughtleue stage] 
Bat diMipatkm haantt Imn to 
The blonomet of old age. 



IViTH graceful! pause awhile the Wizard stood^ 
Then thus resum'd — ** As he whose homeward way 
Ues through the windings of some verdant wood ; 
Through many a mazy turn and arbour gay 
He sues the flowery steps of jollie May, 
While through the openings many a lawnskepe new 
Bursts on his sight ; yet, never once astray. 
Still home he wends : so we our theme pursue. 
Through many a banck and bowre close following 
still our cue. 

Sooth'd by the murmurs of a plaintive streame, 
A wyld romantick dell its fragrance shed ; 
Safe from the thonder showre and scorching beame 
Their faerie charmes the summer bowres dispUdd ; 
Wyld by the bancks the bashfull cowslips spread. 
And from the rock above each ivied seat 
The spotted foxgloves hung the purple head. 
And lowlic vilets kist the wanderers feet : 
Sure never Hybla's bees roov'd through a wilde so 
sweet. 
Vol, XXXIV. N 
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" As winds the streamlett surpentine along, 

So leads a solemn walk its bowry way, 

The pale-leav'd palms and daiHLer limes among. 

To where a g^rotto lone and secret lay ; 

The yellow broome, where chirp the linnets gay. 

Waves round the care ; and to the blue-streak% 

skves 
A shatter'd rock towres up in fragments gray : 
The she-goat from its height the lawnskepe eyes, 
And calls her wandered young, the call each banc) 

replies. 

•' Here oft the knight had past the summer's morn< 
What time the wandering boy to manhood rose. 
When fancy first her lawnskepes gan adorne. 
And reasons folded buddes their flowres disclose. 
What time young transport through the spirits flows 
When nature smyles with charmes unseen before, 
Wh^n with unwonted hopes the bosome glows. 
While wing'd with whirlwind speed the thought 

explore 
The endless wylde of joys that youth beholds ii 

store. 

" The Dryads of the place, that nurst the flowres. 
And hung the dew-drop in tlie hyacinth's bell, 
Jpr him employ'd their virtue -breathing powres, 
Aiid Cambria's genius bade his woilh excell : 
Hjs youthful breast confest the wondrous spell ; 
His generous temper warm'd with fayre design 
The friend and patriot now his bosome swell. 
The lover and the father now combine, [join 

And smiling visions foi*m, where bliss and honoui 
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" Of these lov'd soothing^ this the lovM retreat 
Must now no more with dreams of bliss decoy ; 
Yet here he liken still himself to meet, 
Though woes, a gloomy train, his thoughts employ : 

* Oh lost to peace, (he sighs) unhappy boy ! 
Oh lost to every worth that life adorns ! 

Oh lost to peace, to elegance, and joy !' 

The* aerial genius of the cave returns, [mourns." 

Whiles in the bubbling rill the plaintive naiad 

Thus as be spake the mag^c lawnskepe rose. 
The dell, the grotto, and the broome-clad hill ; 
''SeCyCquoth the Wizard) where the knight bestows 
An houre to thought, and reason's whispers still; 
Whiles, as a nightly vision boding ill. 
Seen with pale gl3rmps by lonely wandering swayne. 
Truth, gleaming through the fogs of biast will, 
Frowns on him sterne, and honest shame 'ginsfayne 
In her reflective glass his life's ignoble straine. 

** His earlie hopes she shews and shews againe : 

* How oft hast thou, (she cries) indignant view'd 
The titled cypher and his solemn traine. 

The busie face, and dull solicitude, 

That, ever plodding in important mood. 

Has not a soul to reach one noble aim, 

Nor soul, nor wish — whose vacant mind ©ndew'd 

With not one talent, yet would lewdly claim 

For his vile leaden bust the sacred wreath of fame : 

* Who to the patron's lawrells would aspire, 

By labouring in the Hritish dime to rear [fire, 

Those arts that quencht proud Home's patrician 
A.nd bow'd her prone beneath the Gothick spear ; 
Uustrious cares ! befitting patriot peer \ 
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Italian sing-song and the eunuchs squall ! 
Such arts as sooth'd the base unmanly ear 
Of Greece and Persia bending to their fall ; 
When freedome bled unwept, and scorn'd w 

glory's call. 
* While these thy breast with scorn indignant fir'd 
What other views before thee would disclose ? 
As hncy painted and thy wish inspired 
What glorious scenes beneath thy shades arose ! 
Britannia's g^uardians here dispell her woes. 
Forming her laws, her artes, with godlike toil ; 
There Albion, smyling on their leam'd repose. 
Sees manly genius in their influence smile, [the ii 
And spread the hallow'd streames of virtue roui 
*Ho\y blest, ah heaven! such seUe-approvii 

boures. 
Such views still opening, still extending higher. 
Cares whence the state derives its firmest powre 
And scenes where friendship sheds her purest firt 
And did, ah shame ! these hopes in vain expire. 
A morning dreame ! As lorn the spendthrift stand 
Who sees the fieldes bequeath'd him by his sire. 
His own no more, now reapt by strangers hands 
So languid must I view faire honours fertile lands 
*' Silence would then ensue ; perhaps reclin'd 
On the greene margin of the streame he lay. 
While softlie stealing on his languid mind 
The' ideal scene would hold a moment's sway. 
And the domestic houre all sroyles display. 
Where fixt esteeme the fond discourse inspires: 
Now through his heart would ghde the spriglitlie r 
Where married love bids light his purest fires. 
Where elegance presides, and wakes the your 

desires. 
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** Straight to hit brawling lemmaD tuma his mind i 
Shock'd he beholda the odious colours rise. 
Where selfishnease, low pride, and spleen combin'd. 
Bids every ang^uish'd thought his mate de8pi8e» 
His mate unform'd for sweete affection's ties, 
GroTeling, indelicate — Stung to the heart 
His indignation heaves in stifled sighs ; 
But soon his passion bursts with sudden start : 
His children strike his thoughts with lively piersant 

smart. 
*' The mother's baaenesse in their deeds he sees. 
And all the wounded father swells hia breast : 
Soddein he leaves the cave and mantling trees. 
And up the furzie hill his footsteps haste, 
While sullenly he soothes his soul to rest : 
Meantime the opening prospect wide he gains. 
Where, crown'd with oake, with meadow flowres 
His British chaplet, buxom summer reigns, [ydrest, 
And waves his mantle greene fiure round the smyl- 

ing pliuns. 

** Still as he alow ascends, the bounteous farms. 
And old grey towres of rural churches rise. 
The fields sUU lengthening show their crowded 
In fayre perspective and in richest guise : [charms. 
His sweeping sc3rthe the white-sleev'd mower plies. 
The plowman through the fallow guides his teame, 
Acrosse the wheaten fielde the milkmayde hies. 
To where the kine, foreby the reedy streame. 
With frequent lowe to plaine of their full udders 
seeme. 

** See now the knight arrives where erst an oak 
Dan iEol's blustering stormes did long repell. 
Till witch'd it was, when by an headlong shock. 
As the hoar fathers of the village tell, 

N2 



150 iMiTATioirs Of sBhyiku, 

With horrid crash on All-Saints eve it fell : 
But from its trunk soon sprouting saplings rose, 
And round the parent stock did shadowy swell ; 
Now aged trees» they bend their twisted boughs. 
And by their moss-greene roots invite the swauis 
repose. 

"Here on a bending knare he pensive leans. 
And round the various lawnskepe raunge his eyes : 
There stretch the comey fields in various g^ens, 
Farre as the sight ; there, to the peaceful skyes 
The darkening pines and dewy poplars rise ; 
Behind the wood a dark and heathy lea, 
With sheep faire spotted, farre extended lies. 
With here and there a lonelie blasted tree ; 
And from between two hills appears the duskie sea. 

" Bright through the fleeting clouds the sunny ray 
Shifts o'er the fields, now gilds the woody dale. 
The f^ockes now whiten, now the ocean bay 
Beneath the radiance glistens clear and pale ; 
And white from farre appears the frequent sail 
By traffic spread. Moor'd where the land divides, 
The British red-cross waving in the gale, 
Hulky and black, a gallant warre-ship rides. 
And over the greene wave with lordly port presides. 

<* Fixt on the bulwark of the British powre 

Long gaz*d the knight, with fretfull languid air; 

Then thus, indulging the reflective houre, 

Poures fourth his soul : * Oh, glorious happy care ! 

To bid Britannia's navies greatly dare. 

And through the vassal seas triumphant reign* 

To either India wafl victorious warre. 

To join the poles in trade's unbounded chain, 

And bid the British throne the mighty whole sustain. 
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' With what superior luitre and comouind 
May 8ted&at zeal in Albion's senate shine ! 
What glorious laurells court the patriot's hand ! 
How base the hand that can such meed decline ! 
And was, kind fate ! to snatch these honours mine ? 
Yes ! g^ene they spred, and fayre tliey bloom'd for 
Thy birth and duty bade the chief be thine ; [me ; 
Oh lost. Tain trifler^ lost in each degree ! 
Thy country never tum'd her hopeful eyes to thee. 

'Yet, how the fielde of worth luxurious smiles ! 
Nor Africk yeilds, nor Chily's earth contains 
Such funds of wealth as crown the plowman's toils, 
And tinge with waving gold Britannia's plains ; 
Even on her mountains cheerful plenty reigns. 
And wildly grand her fleecy wardrobe spreads . 
What noble meed the honest statesman gains. 
Who through these publique nerves new vigour 

sheds, 
And bids the useful artes exalt their drooping heads: 

' Who, founding on the plough and humble loome 
His country's greatnesse, sees, on every tide. 
Her fleets the umpire of tlie world assume. 
And spread her justice as her glories wide — 
Oh wonder of the world, and fairest pride, 
Britannia's fleet ! how long shall pity mourn 
And stain thy honours ? from his weeping bride 
And starving babes, how long inhuman torn 
Shall the bold ssdlor mount thy decks with heart 
forlorn ! 

* Forlorn with sinking heart his task he plies. 
His bride's distresse his restlesse fancy sees. 
And fixing on the land liis earnest eyes. 
Cold is his breMt and &int hia T&aDily )LTvt^s« 
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Ah ! hither turn, ye sons of courtlie ease. 
And let the brave man's wrongs, let interest plead ; 
Say, while his arme his country's fate decrees, 
Say, shall a father's anguish be his meed ; 
Hit wrongs unnerve his soul, and blight each 
mighty deed ? 

* Whatever party boasts thy glorious name* 

O thou reserv'd by heaven's benign decree 

To blast those artes that quench the British flame. 

And bid the meanest of the land be free ; 

Oh, much humanity shaU owe to thee ! 

And shall that palm unenvyed still remain ! 

Yet hear, ye lordlings, each severitie. 

And every woe the labouring tribe sustain, [vain.' 

Upbraids the man of powre, and dims his honours 

'* While thus the knight's long smother'd fires broke 
The rousing musicke of the home he hears [forth. 
Shrill echoing through the wold ; and by the nortli 
Where bends the hill, the sounding chase appears ; 
The hounds with glorious peal salute his ears. 
And wood and dale rebound the swelling lay ; 
The youths on coursers fleet as fallow deers 
Pour through the downs, while, foremost of the fray; 
Away ! the jolly huntsman cries ; and echoe sounds 
Away ! 

** Now han the beagles scour'd the bushy ground, 
Till where a brooke strays hollow through the bent. 
When all confus'd, and snufling wyldUe round. 
In vain their fretfull haste explor'd the scent : 
But Reynard's cunning all in vain was spent ; 
The huntsman from his stand his arts had spy'd, 
Had markt hU doubling «xvd his shrewd intent, 
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How both the bancks he traced, then backward 

ply'd [aside. 

His track some twentie roods, then bounding spron|^ 

'* Eke had he markt where to the broome he crept. 

Where, barkening everie sound, an hare was bud ; 

Then from the thickest bush he slylie lept. 

And wary scuds along the hawthome shade. 

Till by the hill's slant foot he earths his head 

Amid a briarie thickett : emblem meet 

Of wylie statesmen of his foes adred ; 

He oft nusguides the people's rage, I weet. 

On others, whilst himself winds off with slie deceit. 

" The cunning huntsman now cheers on his pack. 
The lurking hare is in an instant slain : 
Then opening loud, the beagles scent the track 
Right to the hill ; while thondring through the plain 
With blythe huzzas advaunce the jovial train : 
And now the g^oomes and squires, cowherds and 

boys, 
Beat round and round the brake ; but all in vain 
Their poles they ply, and v<un their oathes and noise. 
Till plonging in his den the terrier fiercely joys. 

" Expell'd his hole, upstarts to open sky 
The villain bold, and wildly glares around ; 
Now here, now there, he bends his knees to fly, 
As oft recoils to guard from backward wound. 
His frothie jaws he grinds — with horrid sound 
The pack attonce rush on him : foming ire. 
Fierce at his throte and sides hang many a hound ; 
His burning eyes flash wylde red sparkling fire, 
Whiles weltering on the sward his breath. aM. 
strength expire. 
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** Straight to Syp Martyn's hall the hunters bend. 
The knight perceives it from his oak-crownM hill 
Down the steep fiirzie height he slow gan wend. 
With troublous thoughts keen ruminating still-. 
While g^ef and shame by turns his bosom fill. 
And now, perch'd prowdlie on the topmost spra}! 
The sootie blackbird chaunts his vespera shrill ; 
While twilight spreads his robe of sober g^ey, [way 
And to their bowres the rooks loud cawingwing thei 

^ And bright behind the Cambrian mountains hor 
Vlames the red beam ; while on the distant east 
Led by her starre, the homed moone looks o'er 
The bending forest, and with rays increast 
Aacends ; while trembling on the dappled west 
The purple radiance shifts, and dies away : 
The willows with a deeper green imprest 
Nod o'er the brooks ; the brooks with gleamy raj 
Glide on, and holy peace assumes her woodlan 
sway. 

'' All was repose, all but Syr Martyn's brest ; 
There, passion's tearing gtists tempestuous rise 

* Are these, (he murmurs) these my friends! the b 
That croud my hall ! the sonnes of madning nc 
Whose warmest friendship with the revel dies 
Whose glee it were my dearest peace destroy 
Who with my woes could sport, my wrongs desj 
Could round my coffin pledge the cup of joy. 
And on my crimes even then their base-ton 

witt employ : 

* Whose converse, oft as fulsom baudrie fails 
Takes up the barkings of impiety, 

The sceptick's wild disjointed dreams retai! 
These modem ruvrnf^ o£ i^VAoao^Yv^^ 
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Made drunk ; the cavil, the detected lye. 
The witt of ignorance, and gloss unfair. 
Which honest dullness would with shame deny ; 
The hope of baseness vaumpt in candour's air : 
Good heaven! are such the friends that to n^y 
hearth repair ! 

* The man of worth shuns thy reputelesse dore ; 
£ven the old peasant shakes his silver'd head. 
Old saws and stories babbling evermore. 
And adding still, Alas, those dayes be fled !' 
Here indignation paus'd, when, up the glade, 
Fale^hrough the trees his household smoke ascend^; 
Wak'd at the sight, his brother's wrongs upbraid 
His melting heart, and grief his bosome rends : 
And now the keene resolve its gleaming comfort 
lends. 

** Perdie, now were I bent on legends fine. 
My knight should rise the flowre of chivalrie, 
Brave as Syr Arthegal or Valentine, 
Another Saint George England then should see, 
Britannia's genius should his Sabra bee, 
Chain'd to the rock by dragon to be slain ; 
But he the virgin princesse soon should free. 
And stretch the monster breathless on the plain ; 
Bribery, the dragon huge, should never rise again. 

" Eke should he, freed from foul enchaunter's spell. 

Escape his false Duessa's magicke charms, 

And folly quaid, yclepd an hydra fell, 

Keceive a beauteous lady to his arms ; 

While bardes and minstrales chaunt the soft alarms 

Of gentle love, unlike his former thrall : 

Eke should I sing, in courtly cunning terms. 

The gallant feast, served up by Seneschall, [hall. 

To knights and ladies gent in paml^d \^^\9\^ ^tv\ 
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" But certes, while my tongue fayre truth indites 
And does of human fi^tie soothly tell, 
Unmeet it were indulge the daintie flights 
Of phantasie, that never yet befell ; 
Uneath it is long habits to expeU, 
Ne may the best good heart its bliss secure, 
Ne may the lively powre of judging well. 
In arduous worthy deed long time endure. 
Where Dissipation once has fixt her footing sure. 

« Such was the powre that angpie Jove bestowed 
On this faire nymph ; the legend thus is told : 
To Dian's care her life her mother ow'd ; 
Faire Dian found her naked on the w(4d, 
Some peasant's babe, exposed to deadlie cold» 
And to a favourite satyr gave to rear : 
Then, when the nymph was fifteen springtimes o! 
Equipt her with the bow and huntresse spear. 
And of her woodland traine her made a welcon 
fere, 

'* But ill her mind received chast Phoebe's lore. 
Fain would she at the chace still lag behind : 
One sultry noone, as Phoebe sped afore. 
Beneath a leafy vine the nymph reclin'd. 
And, ' Fan my breast, (she cried) oh western wim 
Soon at the wish'd-for word Favonius came. 
From that day forth the conscious nymph declin' 
The near inspection of the sovereign dame ; 
Till mid the chace, one mome, her throes betray 
her shame. 

« Her throes with scome the taunting dryads ey" 
The nymph chang'd colour, and hung down h< 

head{ 
' StiU change thy blushing hue,' the goddeat cry'd 
forthwith a fretsuif; \mi|s>]at c«& inTMk 
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Her limbs ; and "now, with suddein leaves array'd, 
A Russian poppey she transmew'd remains : 
The various coloui's ever rise and fade. 
The tints still shifting- mock the painter's pains ; 
And still her drowsie mood the beauteous nymph 
retains. 

«* Meanwhile, his new-born elfe Favonius bore, 

Soft lapt, on balmy pinions farre away ; 

And with the fawns, by Peneus flowry shore. 

From earliest youth the laughing imp did play, 

For ever fluttering, debonair, atid gfay, 

And restlesse, as the dove Deucalian sent 

To spy if peering oake did yet bewray 

Its bratmchihg head above the flooded bent ; 

Bat ydlie beating round, the day in vain was spent. 

** When now the nymph to riper yeares gan rise. 

To fay re Parnassus* groves she took her flight ; 

There, culling flowretts of a thousand dyes. 

Still did her head with tawdry girlonds dight ; 

As soon the wreath ill-sorted would she quight : 

Ne ever did she climb the twyforkt hill, 

Ne could her eyen explore its lofty height, 

Ne did she ever taste the sacred rill 

From inspiration's fount that ever doth distill. 

"iter sprightly levitie was from her syre. 
He drowsy Dulness from her mother sprong ; 
This never would allow her mind aspyre. 
That never would allow her patience long. 
Thus as she slightly rov*d the lawns among. 
High Jove beheld her from his starry seat, 
AWd ckll'd her Dissipation : * Wylde and young 
Still shalt thou be, (he said) and this thy fate. 
On man thy sleights employ, on man that prowd 
ingrate. 
Vox. XXXIV. O 
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' All happinesse he claims his virtues due. 
And holds him injured when my care denies 
The fondling wish, whence sorrow would ensu< 
And idle still his prayers invade my skies : 
But bold and arduous must that virtue rise 
Which I accept, no vag^e inconstant blaze. 
Then be it thine to spred before his eyes 
Thy changing colours, and thy wyld-fire rays. 
And fruitlesse still shall be that virtue thou ci 
daze.' 

** So swore the god : by Gloomy Styx he swore 
The Fates assented, and the dxmon flew 
Right to the seats of men. The robe she won 
Was starred with dewdrops, and of palest blue j 
Faire round her head play'd many a beauteous 1 
Aswhen the rainbow through the bean-flowres pi 
The fleeting tints the swaynes with wonder vie 
And ween to snatch a prize beneath the rays ; 
But through the meadows dank the beauteous 
teor strays. 

<* So shone the nymph, and prankt in pleasure's gi 
With wylie traines the sonnes of earth besett; 
Goodnesse of heart before her yawns and dies. 
And Friendship ever feels the drowsie fitt 
Just when its powre to serve could serve a wh 
And still behind her march Remorse and Sham 
That never will their yron scourge remitt, 
Whenso the fiend resigns her thralls to them : 
Sad case, I weet, where still oneselfe oneselfe n 
blame. 

*' Long had the knight to her his powres resigi 
In wanton dalliance first her nett she spred. 
And soon in mirthful tumult on his mind 
She softlie stole *. yet« Yfbil^ ^X times he sped 
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To contemplation's bowre, his sight she fled ; 
Ne on the mountainett with him durst bide ; 
Yet homewards still she mett him in the glade, -^ 
And in the social cup did slily glide, [wide. 

And still h'ls best resolves eftsoons she scattered 

*' And now, as slowly sauntering up the dale 
He homeward wends, in heavie musefull stowre, 
The smooth deceiver gan his heart assail : 
His heart soon felt the fascinating powre : 
Old Cambria's genius markt the fatal houre, 
And tore the girlond from her sea-greene hair ; 
The conscious oakes above him rustling lowre, 
And through the braunches sighs the gloomy axr. 
As when indignant Jove rejects the flamen's prayer. 

*• The dryads of the grove, that oft had fir'd 
His opening mind with many a raptur'd dream. 
That oft his evening wanderings had inspir'd. 
All by the silent hill or murmuring stream, 
Forsake him now ; for all as lost they deem : 
So home he wends ; where, wrapt in jollitie. 
His haU to keepen holiday mote seem, 
And with the hunters soon full blythe was he. 
The blythest wight of all that blythesome companie. 

** As when the' autumnal morne with ruddy hue 
Looks through the glen, besprent with silver hore. 
Across the stubble, brushing off the dew, 
The younkling fowler gins the fieldes explore. 
And, wheeling oft, his pointer veres afore, 
And oft, sagacious of the tainted gale. 
The fluttering bird betrays ; with thondring rore 
The shott resounds, loud echoing through the dale ; 
But still the younkling kills nor partridge, snipe, 
nor quail. 
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" Yet still the queint excuse is at command ; 
The dog was rash, a swallow twitter'd by. 
The gun hung fire, and keenness shook his hand. 
And tt^ere the wind or bushes hurt his eye. 
So can the knight his mind still satisfye : 
A lazie fiend, Self-Imposition hight, 
Still whispers some excuse, some gilden lye, 
Himselfe did gild to cheat himselfe outright : 
God help the man bewitch'd in such ung^cioui 
plight. 

** On Dissipation still this treachor waits. 
Obsequiously b,ehind iat distance due ; 
And still to Discontent's accursed gates. 
The house of sorrow, theW ungodly two. 
Conduct their fainty thralls — Great things to do 
The knight resolv'd, but never yet could find 
The propter time, while still his miseries grew: 
And now these daemons of the captive mind 
Him to the drery cave of Discontent resign'd. 

" Deep in the wyldes of Faerie Lond it lay: 
Wide was the mouth, the roofe all rudely rent; 
Some parts receive, and some exclude the day. 
For deepe beneath the hill its caverns went : 
The ragged walls with lightning seem'd ybrent, 
And loathlie vermin ever crept the floor : 
Yet all in siglit, with towres and castles gent, 
A beauteous lawnskepe rose afore the dore. 
The which to view so fay re the captives grieved sore. 

** All by the gate, beneath a pine shade bare, 
An owl-frequented bowre, some tents were spredi 
Here sat a throng, with eager furious stare 
Rattling the dice ; and there, with eyes halfe dead, 
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Some drowsie dronkards, looking black and red, 
Doz'd out their days : and by the path-way green 
A sprightlie troupe still onward heedlesse sped^ 
In chace of butterflies alert and keen ; [ween. 
Honours, and wealth, and powre, their butterflies I 

*' And oft, disgustfull of their various cares. 
Into the cave they wend with sullen pace ; 
Each to his meet apartment demly fares : 
Here, all in rags, in piteous pUght most bace. 
The dronkard sits ; there, shent with foul disgrace. 
The thriftless heir ; and o'er his reeking blade 
Bed with his friend's heart gore, in woefuU cace 
The duellist raves ; and there, on vetchie bed, 
Craz'd with hirvaine pursuits, the maniack bends 
his head. 

" Yet round his gloomy cell, with chalk he scrawls 
Ships, coaches, crownes, and eke the gallow tree ; 
All that he wish'd, or fear'd, his ghastlie walls 
Present him still, and mock his miserie. 
And there, self-doom'd, his cursed selfe to flee. 
The gamester hangs in comer murk and dread ; 
Nigh to the ground bends his ung^atious knee ; 
His^lrooping armes and white-reclining head 
Dim seen, cold horror gleams athwart the' unhal- 
low'd shade. 

''Near the dreare gate, beneath the rifted rock* 
The keeper of the cave all haggard sate. 
His pining corse a restlesse ague shook. 
And blistering sores did all hb carkas frett : 
All with bimselfe he leem'd in keen debate ; 

O 2 
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For still the muscles of his mouthe he drew 
Ghastly and fell ; and still with deepe reg^te 
He look'd him round, as if his heart did rew 
His former deeds, and mourn'd full sore his tores 
to view. 

[blamU 
<<Yet not himselfe, but Heaven's g^at King he 
And dar'd his wisdom and his will arraign ; 
For boldly he the ways of God blasphem'd. 
And of blind governaunce did loudly plain. 
While vild self-pity would his eyes distain ; 
As when a wolfe, entrapt in village ground. 
In dread of death ygnaws his limb in twain. 
And views with scalding teares his bleeding wound : 
Such fierce selfe-pity still this wights dire portaunce 
crown'd. 

** Near by there stood an hamlett in the dale, 
Where, in the silver age. Content did wonne ; 
This now was his ; yet all mote nought avail. 
His loathing eyes that place did ever shun ; 
But ever through his neighbour's lawns would rua. 
Where every goodlie fielde thrice gfoodlie seem'd. 
Such was this weary wight all woe-begone ; 
Such was his life ; and thus of things he deem'd ; 
And suchlike was his cave, that all with sorrowe 
teem'd. 

** To this fell carle gfay Dissipation led. 
And in his drery purlieus left the knight. 
From the dire cave fain would the knight have fl< 
And fain recalled the treachrous nymphe fix>m flif 
But now the Iftte obtxuder shans his nght. 
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And dearly must be wooed : hard by the den. 
Where listless Bacchus had his tents ypiig^ht, 
A transient vision sometimes would he gain. 
While wine and merry song beguilM his inward pain. 

" Yet, ever as he rear'd his slombering head, 
The ghastly tyrant at his couch stood near ; 
And ay with ruthless clamour gan upbraid. 
And words that would his very heartstrings tear : 
' See now, (he sayes) where setts thy vain career; 
Approching elde now wings its cheerlesse way. 
Thy fruitlesse autumn gins to blanch thy heare. 
And aged winter asks from youth its stay ; [gny. 
But thine comes poore of joy,comeswith unhonour'd 

* Thou hast no friend! — still on the worthlesse traine 
Thy kindnesse fiow'd, and still with scorne repud ; 
Even she on whom thy favours heapt remain. 
Even she regards thee with a bosome dead 
To kindly passion, and by motives led 
Such as the planter of his neg^oe deems ; 
What profit still can of the wretch be made 
Is all his care, of more he never dreams : 
So, farre remote from her, thy troubles she esteems. 

' Thy children too ! heavens ! what a hopeless sight! 
Ah, wretched syre !' — but ever from this scene 
The wretched syre precipitates his flight. 
And in the bowl's wylde fever shuns his teene. 
So pass his dayes, while what he nught have beene 
Its beauteous views does every mome present : 
So pass his dayes, while still the raven Spleen 
Croaks in his ears, « The brightest parts, misspent, 
Beget an hoarie age of griefe and di6C0Tv\ftTv\.. 
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<< But boast not of superiour shrewd addresse. 
Ye who can calmly spurn the ruin'd Mayd, 
Ye who unmov'd can view the deepe distresse 
That crushes to the dust the parent's head. 
And rends that easie heart by you betray'd. 
Boast not that y^ his numerous woes eskew ; 
Ye who unaw'd the nuptial couch invade. 
Boast not his weaknesse with contempt to view ; 
For worthy is he stiil compared, perdie, to you." 



GLOSSARY. 



^celoydf disgusted, cloyed 

Adred, frightened. Anglo Sa^ . adrafkm. 

mAgonCi ago 

Albee^ although 

Arread, interpret 
jittonccj at once, together 
JltToeene, between 
Jiify always 

Bale, harm, sorrow 

JBeene, frecjuently used by the old poets for the in- 
dicative imperfect of the verb to be. 
jBeaeene, becoming 
BUn, cease, blinnan. Sax. 
Brede, to knit, plait, hredan 

Carle, old man 
Certes, certainly, truly 
Chorie, a peasant 
Clept, named, called 
Covetiae, avarice 

Dan, a prefix, quasi Mr. 
DearUng, darling 
J^ejly, neatly, finely 
Depenten, figured, displayed 
Deamly, sadly, secretly 
JDight, adorned, clad 
Dreare, dismal, frightful 
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Bftaoims, by and by, forthwith 

Eke, also 

Eld,9ge 

JElJe, young one, child 

Ent, formerly 

Ejfen, eyes 

Fay, Mry 

Faytor, villain, deceiver 
Fere, companion 
Forby, beside, near to 
Fordone, undone, ruined 
Fitrefend, to guard beforehand 
Fray, tumult, bustle 
Frayd, afraid 

Creer, furniture, tackle 

(rent, fine, noble 

Gin, gan, beg^n, began 

Glen, a dell, a hollow between two hills 

Goody, a countrywoman 

Han, preterite plural of the verb to have 
Heare, hair. Often used by Spenser 
JRghty called, is called, was called, or named 
Hoyden, slattern, coarse 

Imp, infant, child 
JolHment, merriment 

Ken, V. to see 

Knare, a knotty arm of a tree. Dryd. 

Leache, physician 

Lemman, mistress, concubine 

Lever, rather 

Lewdly, basely, foolishly 

Liefest, dearest 
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MalengineSf persons villanously employed, toad- 
eaters 
Meint, mingled 
Msrrimake, pastime 
Mery, pleasant 
MhCf more 

J^ote, y. might, mot. Sax. 
Jffurk, dark 

J^athemore, not the more 

JSTatMeaae, nevertheless, natMeaa, Sax. 

JVative, natural 

JVe, nor 

JVolena volens, willing or unwilling 

Per die J an asseveration, quasi verily 
Piersatit, piercing 
Portaunce, behaviour, manner 
JPrankt, adorned 
JPropine, recompense 

Qiiaidj quelled, conquered 
Quig!U, to quit, leave 

Head, to warn, to prophesy 

Jiecka, heeds, cares for 

Jiequere, require. Often used by Spenser 

Hew, to repent 

JRuthy ruthlesa, pity, pityless. 

Salews, salutes 

Sally saddle 

Semblaunce, appearance 

Seneahall, master of ceremonies, steward 

Sheen, bright, shining, fine 

Shent, dis|[Taced, acende, aceiidid. Sax. 

Sht/en, adj. sky 

Sooth, aoothly, truths, truly ^ 

Stovmd, atowrCf emotion, fit, stir, aeyrian. Sax. 



168 GLOSSARY. 

Straine, tenor 

Svet, pursues, follows 

Teen, grief, sorrow 
TA^wM, habits, manners 
TMlk, this, that 
Traines, devices, traps 
Transmewdj changed, transformed 
Treachor, traitor, deceiver 
Troublous, troublesome 

Vild, vile 

XJneathy not easy, difficult 

WarelesB, unsuspecting 

fVansal, festive ' 

JVeerty toeend, or vtend, think, deemed 

Wend, move, go 

Weet, much the same as -ween 

If 'eeiless, thoughtless 

Whilom, formerly hwilum. Sax. 

A Whin, a jot, any thing, a h-mit. Sax. aiiguid 

Whyleare, erewhile, hwilan. Sax. 

Wight, person, -wihi. Sax. 

WiUUtig, the crab tree 

Wonne, to dwell 

WreakfuU, revengeful 

Tblends, mixes 

Tblent, blinded 

Ybrent, burnt 

Yclept, called, named 

Tfere, together 

Tgue, formerly 

Yode, went 

Youthede, quasi youth hood 

Youthly, lively, youthful 

Tpight, placed, fixed 

T-wit^ truly, verily 
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The letter y in all the old English poets is fre- 
quently prefixed to verbs and verbal adjectives, 
but without any particular signification. The use 
of it is purely Saxon, though after the Conquest 
the ge gave place to the Norman y. It is always 
to be pronounced as the pronoun ye, 

Spenser has also frequently followed the Saxon 
formation, in adding the letter n to his verbs, as 
teUeriy worken, &c. When affixed to a substantive, 
it forms the plural number, as eyetty eyet, &c. 
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J^EGLECT OF POETRT. 

A FRAGMENT. 
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Hxvcs, vag^nt Minstrel, from my thriving farm ; 
Far hence, nor ween to shed thy poison h^re : 
My hinds despise thy lyre's ignoble charm ; 
Seek in the Slog^gard's bower thy ill-eam'd cheer : 
There while thy idle chaunting soothes their ear. 
The noxious thistle choaks their sickly com ; 
Their apple boughs, ung^fPd, sour wildings bear. 
And o'er the ill-fenc'd dales with fleeces torn 
Unguarded from the fox, their lambkins stray 
forlorn. 

" Such ruin withers the neglected soil 
When to the song the ill-starr'd swain attends — 
And well thy meed repays thy worthless toil ; 
Upon thy houseless head pale want descends 
In bitter shower : and taunting scorn still rends. 
And wakes thee trembling from thy gulden dream 
In vetchy bed, or loathly dungeon ends 

Thy idled life ^What fitter may beseem ! 

Who poisons thus the fount, should drink the poi- 
son'd stream." 



• Fkon the introdaction to the Eoglish 
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*' And is it thus, (the heart-stung Ifinstrel criedy 
While indignation shook his silver'd head) 
And is it thus, the gross-fed lordling*8 pride, ' 

And hind's base tongue the gentle Bard upbraid ? 
And must the holy song be thus repaid 
By sun-baskM ignorance, and churUsh scorn ? 
While listless drooping in the languid shade 
Of cold neglect, the sacred Bard must mourn. 
Though in his hallow'd breast Heaven's purest ar- 
dours bum !" 

Yet how sublime, O Bard« the dread behest, 
The awful trust to thee by Heaven assig^'d ! 
*Tis thine to humanize the savage breast. 
And form in Virtue's mould the youthful mind ; 
Where lurks the latent spark of generous land, 
'T]3 thine to bid the dormant ember blaze : 
Heroic rage with gentlest worth combin'd 
Wide through the land thy forming power displays: 
So spread the olive boughs beneath Dan Phcebi^' 
rays. 

When HeaVen decreed to soothe the feuds that tore 
The wolf-ey'd Barons, whose unlettep*d rage 
Spum'd the fair Muse; heaven bade on Avon's shore 
A Shakspeare rise, and soothe the barbarous age : 
A Shakspeare rose ; the barbarous heats asswage — 
At distance due how many Bards attend ! 
Enlarg'd and liberal from the narrow cage 
Of blinded zeal new manners wide extend, 
And o'er the generous breast the dews of Heaven 

descend. 
And fits it you, ye sons of hallow'd power. 
To hear, unmov'd, the tongue of scorn upbraid 
The Muse neglected in her wintery bower \ 
While proudly flourishing in ptinc^Yy ^\i^^^ 
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Her younger sisters lift the laurel'd head. — 
And shall the pencil's boldest mimic rage. 
Or softest charms, fore-doom'd in time to fade. 
Shall these be vaunted o'er the' immortal page. 
Where passion's Kving fires bum unimpair'd by ag^r 

And shall the warbled strain or sweetest lyre. 
Thrilling the palace roof at night's deep hour ; 
And shall the nighting^es in woodland choir 
The voice of heaven in sweeter raptures pour ! 
Ah no ! their song is transient as the flower 
Of April mom : in vain the shepherd boy 
Sits listening in the silent autumn bower ; 
The year no more restores the short-liv'd joy ; 
And never more his harp shall Orpheus' bands em- 
ploy. 

Eternal silence in her cold deaf ear 
Has clos'd his strain ; and deep eternal night 
Bas o'er Apelles* tints, so bright while-ere. 
Drawn her blank curtains — never to the sight 
More to be given— Both cloth'd in heaven's own 
Homer's bold painting shall immortal shine ; [light 
Wide o'er the world shall ever sound the might. 
The raptur'd music of each deathless line : 
For death nor time may touch their living souls 
divine. 

And what the strain, though Perez swell the note, 
High though its rapture, to the Muse of fire ! 
Ah ! what the transient sounds, devoid of thought. 
To Shakspeare's flame of ever-burning ire. 
Or Milton's flood of mind, till time expire 
Foredoom'd to flow ; as Heaven's dread energy, 
Unconadotu of the bounds of plac e 
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PSALM LXriII, 



FABAPHBASB. 

TAe Majesty, the Fewer, the JUttke, and Mercy §f €MU 

Arise, O God, assume tby might ! 
Shall proud oppressors still unaw'd devour. 
Still trample on the poor man's right, 
And lewdly scorn thy power ? 

When roaring from the western deep 

The black-wing'd tempests rush. 
When o'er the hills with headlong sweep 
The inundations g^sh ; 
As then the whirling chaiF is driven. 

So swept away shall be 
All who despise the laws of Heaven, 
Nor honour pay to thee. 

But, O ye just, with rapture raise 
Your cheerful voices in his praise ; 
With sacred awe and holy mirth 
Resound the God of Heaven and earth ; 
The God whose mercy knows no end. 
The poor man's and the widow's Friend, 

P2 



TIm h tlp l Mi erplMtt^ 8lf« i 
Who round tlie m—k allietod Jw^ 
Tlmiili enithM Mid ImaibM Id tte diiit» 

b ilUI m wall oTIIrt. 

Wlm tliMii O ChiBi dUtal MVQh btflm 
TIgr people to Um piMiliM ilMrti 

Ttion ebook old Btftli i— The dqr 

8hol ttflitiUofi ftom on hifb i 
*niei«pkl Jofdin bM^ lot bod» 
The OeoMi Mw lilt Go» aiidio4» 
Tlio lol^ cUA of MmA M»d 
And treoMo al tbo proMMO of UmIt Umadorlnf 

Tlio LoBB JanoTAi ftro tho wor^ 

And loud the tribes reiound» 
An«( mifhty kings and aUgbtj hotii 

Lay soatter'd o'er the ground i 
Dispersed as snow In SaUnon's plala 
So fell, so l«x the mighty sUdin» 
And with their purple spoils are orown'd 

The tender virgin tndn. 

Thousand! of angels at thy gate. 

And great arohangeb standf 
And twenty thousand chariots walti 

Great Lomo, thy dread command ! 
Through all thy great, thy vast domains, 

With godlike honooAi etod, 
Captivity in eaptivo chains 

Triumphing thoa hast led. 
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That thou inigfat'st dwell with men below. 

And be their God and King^, 
From Baahan and tfte land of woe 

Shalt thou thy people bring : 
From Baahan and the desert ahore 
To blooming fielda» and dtiea fmx. 
While sacred aongaten match befoe^ 
And Jacob's princes faint no more^ 

Shalt thou the way prepare. 

Lo ! Egypt's kings and wisest men 

Stiall bend the duteooa knee» 
And Ethiopia, wide and great. 
Through all her vast extended state, ' 

Shall stretch her hands to thee. 

But, awful Sovereign ! who can stand 
Before the terrors of thy hand. 
When thy rig^t hand impends the blow 
To strike a proud obdurate foe ? 
Yet to thy saints, O God of prayer. 

How mild thy mercies shine ! 
The tenderest father's ardent care 

But ill resembles thine : 
Thy mercies far, oh, &r i^ove 

Thy other wonders shine, 
A mother's ever watchful love 

But ill resembles thine ! 
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EPITBALAJmUM, 

WBITTSH IV HXBBBW BT ABBjUC DXPA8, 

Oa the Marrkge 9f^K9b Franca, E$q,t§ MistAbfgaU lyjguUat, 
Daughter tf the late Baren ZPAguUar. 

Tbm voice of joy this happy day demands ; 

•Resound the song, and in our God confide : 
Beneath his canopy the i>ridegroom stands^ 
In all her beauty shines the lovely bride. 
O may their joy still blossom, ever new. 
Fair as a garden to the ravish'd view ! 

Bejoice, O youth, and if thy thoughts aspire 

To Heaven's pure bliss, die sacred law revere i 
The stranger's wants, the needy soul's desire 
« Supply, and humbly with thy neighbour bear: 
80 shall thy father's grateful heart rejoice. 
And thy fair deeds inspire thy people's voice. 

Sing from your bowers, ye daughters of the 8on|^, 
Behold the bride with star-like glory shine ; 

May each succeeding day still glide along 
Fair as the first, begirt with grace divine : 

Far from her tent may care and sorrow fly, 

"While she o'erjoy'd beholds her numerous progeny. 

Te happy parents, shout with cheerful voice. 
See, o'er your son the canopy unfold ; 

And thou, O hoary reverend sire, rejoice. 
May thy glad eyes thy grandson's son behold. 

The song of joy, ye youthfld kindred, raise. 

And let the people join* the living Gob to praise ! 
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SOMyET TO VASCO DE OAM,i, 
FROMTASaa 

VaieolecairtUei,lcc 

Vasco, whose bold and hiqipy bowiprit bore 
Agunst the rising morn ; and homeward fiwigli^ 

li^ose mils came westward with the day, and 
brought 
The wealth of India to thy natire shore. 

Ne'er did the Greek such length of seas explore^ 
The Greeks ^l^o sorrow to the Cyclops wrought; 

And he, who, yictor, with the Harpies fbught. 
Never such pomp of naval honours wore. 

Great as thou art, and peerless in renown. 
Yet thou to Camoens ow'st thy noblest fame; 

Further than thou didst sail, his deathless song • 
Shall bear the dazzling splendour of thy name ; 

And under many a sky thy actions crown. 

While Time and Fame together glide along. 
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raOM PSTBABCH. 

Ab! how, my fnend, has foul gorg'd luzune. 
And bloated slumber on the slothful down, 
F!rom the dull world all manly virtue thrown. 
Aid slav'd the age to custom's tjrrannie. 

The blessed lights so lost in darkness be. 
Those lights by Heaven to guide our minds bestowi^ 
Mad were he deem'd who brought from Helicon 
The hallow'd 4ater, or the laurel tree. 

Philosophy, ah ! thou art cold and poor. 

Exclaim the crowd on sordid gun intent ; 

Few will attend thee on thy lofty road ; 

Tet I, my friend, would fire thy zeal the more : 

Ah, gentle spirit, labour on unspent. 

Crown thy &ir toils, and win the smile of Gob, 
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Dr. JOSEPH WARTON was born at the house 
t>f his maternal grandfather, the Rev. Joseph Rich- 
ardson, rector of Dunsford, in the year 1723. Ex- 
cept for a very short time that he was at New Col« 
lege school, he was educated by his father until he 
arrived at his fourteenth year. He was then ad- 
mitted on the foundation of Winchester College, 
under the care of Dr. Sanby, at that time the head 
of the school. 

He had not been long at this excellent seminary 
before he exhibited considerable intellectual pow- 
ers, and a laudable ambition to outstrip the com- 
mon process of education. In September 1740» 
being superannuated according to the laws of the 
school, he was removed from Winchester, and 
having no opportunity of a vacancy at New College, 
he went to Oriel. Here he applied to bis studies 
not only with diligence, but with that true taste for 
what is valuable, which rendered the finer dis- 
criminations of criticism habitual to his mind. 
During his leisure hours he completed several of 
his poems, among which his biographer enume- 
rates the Enthusiast, or the Lover of Nature, the 
Dying Indian, and a prose satire entitled Ranelagh 
House. He appears likewise to have sketched an 
allegorical work of a more elaborate kiufl^ wUi<Jb. 

Vol. xxxir. <i 
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he did not find time or inclination to complete. 
On taking his bachelor's degree in 1744, he was 
ordained to his father's curacy at Basingstoke, 
and officiated in that church till February 1746 ; he 
next removed to the duty of Chelsea, whence, in 
order to complete his recovery from the small-pox, 
he went to Cobham. 

About this time he had become a con'espondent 
in Dodsley's Museum, to which he contributed. 
Superstition, an ode, dated Chelsea, April, 1746, 
and Stanzas written on taking the air, after a long 
illness. 

In 1747-8 he was presented by the duke of Bol- 
ton to the rectory of Winslade, and as this, although 
a living of small produce, was probably considered 
by him as the earnest of more valuable preferment, 
he immediately married Miss Daman, of that neigh- 
bourhood, to whom, his biographer informs us, he 
had been some time enthusiastically attached. In 
1747, according to Mr. Wool's account, he had 
published a volume of Odes, in conjunction with 
Collins, but, on consulting the literary registers of 
tlie time, it appears that each published a volume 
of poems in 1746, and in the same month. It cannot 
now be ascertained what degree of fame accrued to 
our author from this volume, but in the preface we 
find him avowing those sentiments on the nature of 
genuine poetry which he expanded more at large 
afterwards, and which were the foundation of what 
has since been termed " the school of the War- 
tons." 

" The public," he says, " has been so much ac- 
customed to didactic poetry alone, and essays on 
n>oral subjects, that any work, where tiie imagina- 
tion is much indulged, will perhaps not be relished 
or regarded. The author therefore of these pieces 
is in some pain, lest certain austere critics should 
think them too fanciful or descriptive But as he 
i« convinced that the fashion of moralizing in verse 
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has been carried too far, and as he looks upon in- 
vention and imagination to be the chief facuhies <^ 
a poet, so he will be happy if the following Odes 
may be looked upon as an attempt to bring back 
poetry into its right channel." In 1749 he publish- 
ed his Ode to Mr. West. 

In 1751, his patron, the duke of Bolton, invited 
him to be his companion in a tour to the south of 
France. For this Mr. Wool informs us he had two 
motives, '* the society of a man of learning and 
taste, and the accommodation of a protestant clergy- 
man, who, immediately on the death of his ducn- 
ess, then in a confirmed dropsy, could marry him 
to the lady with whom he lived, and who was uni- 
versally known and disting^uished by the name •£ 
Polly Peachum. 

For som« reason or other, Warton was oblievd 
to leave his patron, and come to England before 
the duchess died, and when that event took place^ 
and he solicited permission to return to the duke^ 
he had the mortification to learn that the ceremony 
had been performed by Mr. Devisme, chaplain to 
the embassy of Turin. 

Soon' after his return to England, he published 
his edition of Virgil, in English and Latin, the 
JEneid translated by Pitt, and the Eclogues and 
Georgics by himself. He also contributed the 
notes on the whole. Into this publication he in- 
troduced Warburton's Dissertation on the sixth 
JEnt'id : a commentary on the character of Japis by 
Atterbury, and on the shield of -fflneas by White- 
head, the laureate, originally published in Dodsley's 
Museum ; and three Essays on Pastoral, Didactic 
and Epic Poetry, written by himself. Much of this 
valuable work, begun in 1748-9, was printed when 
he was abroad, and completed in 1753. It is un- 
necessary to add that his share in the translation, 
his notes, and especially his Essays, raised him to a 
very high reputation among the scholars andctvtit.% 
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of his age. The second edition, wliich appeared a 
few years after, was much improved. 

During the year 1753, he was invited to assist 
in the Adventurer, which was beg^n by Hawkes- 
'worthy in 1752. The invitation came from hi» 
friend Dr. Johnson, who informed him that the 
Bteraiy partners wished to assign to him the pro- 
vince of criticism. 

. His contributions to the Adventurer amount to 
twenty.four papers. Of these a few are of the hu- 
morous cast, but the greater part consist of elegant 
cn^cism, not that of cold sagacity, but warm 
from the heart, and powerfully addressed to the 
finer feelings as well as to the judgment. His 
critical papers on Lear have never been exceeded 
for just taste and discrimination. His disposition 
lay in selecting and illustrating those Jieauties of 
ancient and modern poetry, wluch, Kke the beau* 
ties of nature, strike and please many who are yet 
incapable of describing or analyzing them. No. 
101, on the blemishes in the Paradise Lost, is an 
example of the delicacy and impartiality with 
which wiitinjrs of established fame oug^t to be 
examined. His observations on the Odyssey in 
Nos. 75, 80, and 83, arc original and judicious, 
but it may be doubted whetlier they have detach- 
ed many scholars from the accustomed preference 
given to the Iliad. If any objection may be made to 
Dr. Warton's critical papers, it is that his Greek 
occurs too frequently in a work intended for do- 
mestic instruction. His style is always pure and 
perspicuous, but sometimes it may be discovered, 
without any other information, *' that he kept com- 
pany with Dr. Johnson." Tlie first part of No. 
139, if found detached, might have been attributed 
to that writer. It has all his manner, not merely 
•* the contortions of the sybil," but somewhat of 
tlie ** inspiration." 
About this time he appears to have meditated a 
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history of the revival of literature. His first in- 
tention was to publish Select Epistles of Politian, 
Erasmus, Grotius, and others, with notes, but after 
some correspondence with his brother, who was 
to assist in the undertaking, it was laid aside, a 
circumstance much to be lamented, as few men 
were more extensively acquainted with literary 
history, or could have detailed it in a more pleasing 
form. At a subsequent period he again sketched 
a plan of nearly the same kind, which was likewise 
abandoned. Collins, some time before this, had 
published proposals for a History of the Revival of 
Learning, with a Life of Leo the Tenth, but pro- 
bably uo part was executed, or could indeed be 
reasonably expected from one of his unhappy state 
of mind. 

In 1754, our author was inducted to the living of 
Tunworth, on tlie presentation of the Invoise fa- 
mily ; and in 1755, on the resignation of the Rev. 
Samuel Speed, he was elected second master of 
Winchester school, with the management and ad- 
vantages of a boarding-house. Amidst all these 
honours and employments, he found leisure to 
complete the first volume of his celebrated Essay 
on the Writings and Genius of Pope, which he 
dedicated to Dr. Young, but did not subscribe iiis 
name. The objections made to this admirable 
piece of criticism were powei'ful enough to damp 
the ardour of the essayist, who left his work in an 
imperfect state for the long space of twenty-six 
years. 

In May, 1766, he was advanced to the head mas- 
tership of Winchester school, a situation for which 
he was eminently qualified, and in which his shining 
abilities, urbanity of manners, eminent success in 
producing scholars of distinguished talents, will be 
long and affectionately remembered. In conse- 
quence of his promotion, he once more visited 
Oxford, and proceeded to the decree of bachelor 

Q2 
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and doctor of divinity. In 177 , he lost the wife 
of his early affection, by whom he had six children, 
Hie stroke was severe, but the necessity of pro- 
viding a new mother for his children, and an intel- 
ligent and tender companion for himself, induced 
him, in the following year, to marry a Miss Ni- 
cholas. 

The tenour of his life was now even. During 
such tiroes as he could spare from the school, and 
especially on the return of the Christmas vacation, 
he visited his friends in London, among whom were 
the whole of that class who composed Dr. John- 
son's literary club, with some persons of rank by 
whom he was highly respected, but who appear to 
have remembered tlieir old master in every thing 
but promotion. In 1782, he was indebted to his 
friend and correspondent Dr. Lowth, Bishop of 
London, for a prebend of St. Paul's, and the living 
of Thorley in Hertfordshire, which, after some ar- 
rangements, he exchanged for Wickham. This 
year also he published his second and concluding 
volume of the Essay on Pope, and a new edition, 
with some alterations, of the first. 

In 1788, througli the interest of Lord Shannon, 
he obtained a prebend in Winchester cathedral, 
anil through tlial of Lord Malmesbury, the rectory 
of Easton, which, within the year, he was permit- 
ted to excliange for Upham. The amount of these 
preferments was considi-rablc, but surely not be- 
yond his merit, and it must be observed, they came 
late, when his family could no longer expect the 
advantages of early income and economy. He was 
six*y years of age before he had any benefice, ex- 
cept the small livings of Winslade and Tunworth, 
and nearly seventy before he enjoyed the re- 
mainder. 

In the year 1793, he came to the resolution to 
resign the mastership of Winchester. He was be- 
Ipnning to feel that his time of life r^uired more 
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ease and relaxation than the duties of the school 
permitted, and his resolution was probably strength- 
ened by some unpleasant proceedings at that pe- 
riod among the scholars. Accorttingly he g^re in 
his resi^ation on the twenty-third of July, and 
retired to his rectory at Wickham. During his re- 
tirement at Wickham, he was induced, by a liberal 
offer from the booksellers of London, and more 
probably by his love for the task, to superintend a 
new edition of Pope's Works, which he completed 
in 1797, in nine volumes octavo. That this was the 
most complete and best illustrated edition of Pope 
was generally allowed, but it had to contend with 
objections, some of which were not urged with the 
respect due to the veteran critic, who had done so 
much to reform and refine the taste of his age. 

He had once an intention of compilmg a History 
of the Revival of Learning, but then abandoned 
it. About the year 1784, however, he issued pro- 
posals for a work which would probably have in- 
cluded much of his original purpose. This was to 
have been comprised in two quarto volumes, and 
to contain the History of Grecian, Roman, Italian, 
and French Poetry, in four parts, i. From Homer 
to Nonnus : II. From Ennius to Poetius : HI. From 
Dante to Metastasio : IV. From W. de Lorris tg 
Voltaire. This he announced as "preparing for 
the press.** Probably his brother's death, and his 
desire to complete his History of English Poetry, 
diverted him from his own design. 

After the publication of Pope, he entered on an 
edition of Dryden, and about the year 1799, had 
completed two volumes, with notes. At this time, 
the venerable author was attacked by an incurable 
disorder in his kidneys, which terminated his use- 
ful and honourable life on Feb. 23, 1800, in his se- 
venty-eighth year. 

In 1806, the Rev. John Wool, master of the 
school of Midhurst, in Sussex, published Blo^i^v 
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phical Memoirs of Dr. Warton, witli a Selection 
from his poetry and a Literary Correspondence. 
From all these, the present sketch has been com- 
pleted, with some additional particulars g'leaned 
from the literary journals of the times, and other 
sources of infornaation. 

The personal character of Dr. Warton continues 
to be the theme of pndse with all who knew him. 
Without affectation uf superior philosophy, he pos- 
sessed an independent spint, and amidst what 
would have been to others very bitter disappoint- 
ments, he was never known to express the languag'e 
of discontent or envy. As a husband and parent, 
lie displayed the tenderest feelings, mixed with 
that prudence which implies sense as well as affec- 
tion. His manners partook of what has been 
termed the old court : his address was polite, and 
even elegant, but occasionally it had somewhat of 
measure and stateliness. Having left the univer- 
sity after a short residence, he mixed early with 
the world, sought and enjoyed the society of the 
fair sex» and tempered his studious habits with the 
tender and polite attentions necessary in promis- 
cuous intercourse. In this respect there was a visible 
difference between him and his brother Thomas, 
whose manners were more careless and unpoUshed. 
In the more solid quaUties of the heart, in true be- 
nevolence, kindness, hospitality, they approached 
very closely. Yet, though their indinations and pur- 
suits were congenial, and each assisted the other in 
his undertakings, it may be questioned, whether, 
at any time, they could have exchanged occupa- 
tions : with equal stores of literature, with equal 
refinement of taste, it may be questioned whether 
the author of the Essay on Pope could have pur- 
sued the history of English poetry, or whether the 
liirtorian of poetry could have written the papers 
V e find in the Adventurer. 

in conversation, Ur. Warton's talents appeared 
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to great advantag^e. He was mirthful, argumenta- 
tive, oommunicative of observation and anecdote^ 
as he found his company lean to the one or to the 
other. His memory was more richly stored with 
literary history than perhaps that of any man of his 
time, and his range was very extensive. He knew 
French and Italian literature most intimately : and, 
when conversing on more common topics, his ex- 
tempore sallies and opinions bore evidence of the 
same delicate taste and candour which appear in 
his writings. 

His biographer has considi^red his literary cha- 
racter under the three heads of a poet, a critic, 
and an instructor ; but it is as a critic principally 
that he will«be known to posterity, and as one who, 
in the language of Johnson, has taught « how the 
brow of criticism may be smoothed, and how she 
may be enabled, witli aU her severity, to attract 
and to delight." A book, indeed, of more delight- 
ful variety than the Essays on Pope, has not yet 
appeared, nor one in which there is a more happy 
mixture of judgment and sensibility. 

It has already been noticed, that the opinions of 
the two Wartons, " the learned brothers," as they 
have been justly styled, were congenial on most 
topics of literature, but perhaps in nothing more 
than their ideas of poetry, which both endeavoured 
to exemplify in their own productions, although 
with different effect. Dr. Warton was certainly, 
in point of invention, powers of description, and 
variety, greatly inferior to the laureate. The En- 
thusiast, the Dying Indian, the Revenge of Ame- 
rica, and one or two of his odes, are not deficient 
in spirit and enthusiasm, but the rest are more re- 
markable for a correct and faultless elegance, than 
for any striking attribute of poetry. His odes, 
which were coeval with those of Collins, must have 
suffered greatly bv comparison. All that can be 
concluded respecting Dr. Warton, is, iVv^X SS. \vvs 
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genius bad been equal to his taste, if be could have 
produced what he appreciated with such exquisite 
skill in others, he would have undoubtedly been in 
poetry what he was in erudition and criticism. 

As a critic, (says Campbell,) Dr. Warton is dis- 
tinguished by his love of the fanciful and romantic. 
He examined our poetry at a period when it ap- 
peared to him that versified observations on iaim- 
liar life and manners, had usurped the honours 
which were exclusively due to the bold and inven- 
tive powers of imagination. He conceived, also» 
that the charm of description in poetry was not 
sufficiently appreciated in his own day : not tliat 
the age could be said to be without descriptive 
writers; but because, as he apprehended, the 
tyranny of Pope's reputation had placed moral and 
didactic verse in too pre-eminent a light. He, 
therefore, strongly urged the principle, " that the 
most solid observations on life, expressed with the 
utmost brevity and elegance, are morality, and not 
poetry." Without examining how far this princi- 
ple applies exactly to the character of Pope, whom 
he himself owns not to have been without pathos 
and imagination, I think his proposition is so word- 
ed, as to be liable to lead to a most unsound dis- 
tinction between morality and poetry. If by " the 
most solid observations on life" are meant only * 
thos ' which relate to its prudential management 
and plain concerns, it is certainly true, that these 
cannot be made poetical, by the utmost brevity or 
elegance of expression. It is also true, that even 
the nobler tenets of morality are comparatively less 
interesting, in an insulatedand didactic sliape, than 
when they are blended with strong imitations of 
life, where passion, character, and situation bring 
them deeply home to our attention. Fiction is 
on this account so far the soul of poetry, that, 
without its aid as a veliicle, poetry can only give us 
morality in an abstract and (comparatively) unin- 
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teresting* shape. But why does fiction please us ? 
surely not because it is false, but because it seems 
to be true ; because it spreads a wider field, and a 
more brilliant crowd of objects to our moral per- 
ceptions, than reality affords. Morality (in a high 
sense of the term, and not speaking of it as a dry 
science) is the essence of poetry. We fly from the 
injustice of this world to the poetical justice of 
fiction, where our sense of right and wrong is 
either satisfied, or where our sympathy, at least, 
reposes with less disappointment and distraction, 
than on the characters of life itself. Fiction, we 
may indeed be told, carries us into ** a -world of 
gayer tinct and grace " the laws of which are not to 
be judged by solid observations on the real world. 
But this is not the case, for moral truth is still the 
light of poetry, and fiction is only the refracting 
atmosphere winch diffuses it ; and the laws of 
moral truth are as essential to poetry, as those of 
physical truth (Anatomy and Optics, for instance,) 
are to painting. Allegory, narration, and the 
drama make their last appeal to the ethics of the 
human heart. It is therefore unsafe to draw a 
marked distinction between morality and poetry ; 
or to S)>eak of ** solid obsen^atlons on life** as of 
things in their nature unpoetical ; for we do meet 
in poetry with observations on life, which, for the 
charm of their solid truth, we should exchange 
with reluctance for the mobt ingenious touches of 
fancy. 
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TO FAJ^CT. 

O PABXHT of each lovely Muse ! 

Thy spirit o'er my soul diffuse ; 

Cyer ail my artless songs preside^ 

My footsteps to thy temple g^ide ; 

*To offer at thy turf-built shrine, 

in gulden cups no cos ly v\ ine 9 

No murder'd fatling of the flock. 

But flowers and honey from the rock. 

O nymph ! with loosely-flowing hair, 

If ith buskin'd leg, and bosom bare ; 

Irhy waist with myrtle girdle bound, 

Thy brows with Indian feathers crown'd ? 

iVaving in thy snowy hand 

An alUcommanding magic wand ; 

Of power to bid fresh gardens blow 

Mid cheerless Lapland's barren snow ; 

"Whose rapid wings thy flight convey. 

Through air, and over earth and sea : 

IVhile the vast, various landscape lies 

Conspicuous to thy piercing eyes ; 

O lover of the desert, hail ! 

Say, in what deep and pathless vale. 

Or on what hoary mountain's side. 

Midst falls of water you reside ; 

Midst broken rocks, a tugged scene, 

l¥ith green and gratsy dales between *. 
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Midit foresU dark of aged oak/ 
Ne'er echoing with the woodman's atroke ; 
Where never human art appeared. 
Nor e'en one atraw-rooft cot was reared ; 
Where Nature §ttTM to ait alone, 
Majestic on a craggy throne. 
Tell me the path, sweet wanderer, tell. 
To thy unknown sequestered cell ; 
Where woodbines cluster round the door. 
Where shells and moss o'erlay the floor ; 
And on whose top a hawthorn blows. 
Amid whose thickly woven boughs 
Some nightingale still builds her nest. 
Each evening warbling thee to rest. 
Then lay me by the haunted stream. 
Wrapt in some wild, poetic dream ; 
In converse while methinks I rove 
With Spenser through a fairy grove ; 
Till suddenly awak'd, I hear 
Strange whispered music in my ear ;f 
And my glad soul :n bliss is drown'd. 
By the sweetly soothing soothing sound ! 
Me, Goddess, by the right hand lead. 
Sometimes through the yellow mead. 
Where Joy, and white-rob'd Peace resort. 
And Venus keeps her festive court. 
Where Mirth and Youth each evening meet, 
And lightly trip with nimble feet. 
Nodding their lily-crowned heads. 
Where laughter rose-lip'd ftebe leads ; 
Where Echo walks steep hills among. 
Listening to the shepherd's song : 

* Milton. tPea*ercMO. t M- 
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Yet not theie floweiy fields of joy 
Can long my pennre mind employ ; 
Haste, Fancy, from the leetief €€(6Uf, 
To meet the matron Mekadioly ! 
Goddess of the tearful eye. 
That loves to fold her arms and si|;li ; 
JLet us with silent footsteps go 
To chamels, and the hoitte of woe ; 
To gothic churches, raolts, and tombs. 
Where esch sad night some Tirgin comeiy 
With throbbing breast, and fiuled cbeek. 
Her promis'd bridegroom's am to seek« 
Or to some abbey's mouldering tow^n^ 
Where, to aroid cold wintry show'n^ 
The naked beggar durering lies, 
While whistling tempests round her rise, 
And trembles lest the tottering wall 
Should on her sleeping infimts ftlL 
Now let us louder strike the lyre. 
For my heart glows with martial fire : 
I feel, I feel, with sudden heat. 
My big tumuUuous bosom beat ; 
The trumpet's clangors pierce my ear, 
A thousand widows' shrieks I hear : 
•* Give me another horse," I cry, 
Lo, the base Gallic squadrons fly ; 
Whence is this rage ?»what spirit, say. 
To battle hurries me away ? 
'Tis Fancy, in her fiery car. 
Transports me to the thickest war ; 
There whirls me o'er the hills of slain. 
Where tumult and destruction reig^ ; 
Where, mad with pain, the wounded steed 
Tramples the dying and the dead ; 
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Where g^ant Terror stalks around. 
With sullen joy surveys the ground* 
And pointing to the' ensanguin'd field 
Shakes his dreadliil gorgon-shield. 

O guide me from this horrid scene 
To lugh-arch'd walka^ and alleys green. 
Which lovely Laura seeks, to shun 
The fervours of the mid-^y sun. 
The pangs of absence, O remove. 
For tiiou can'st please me near my love ; 
Can'st fold in viaonary bliss. 
And let me think I steal a kiss ; 
While her ruby lips diqiense 
Luscious nectars quintessence ! 
When yxnmg-ey'd Spring profusely ^ throws 
From her green lap" the pink and roa^; 
When the soft turtle of the dale 
To Summer tells her tender tale ; 
When Autumn cooling caverns seeks, 
And stains with wine his joDy cheeks; 
When Winter, like poor pilg^m old» 
Shakes his silver beard with cold ; 
At every season let my ear 
Thy solemn whispers. Fancy, hear. 
O warm, enthusiastic maid. 
Without thy powerful, vital aid. 
That breathes an energy divine. 
That g^ves a soul to every line. 
Ne'er may I strive with Ups profane. 
To utter an unhallow'd strain ; 
Nor dare to touch the sacred string. 
Save when with smiles thou bid'st me sing. 
O hear our prayer, O hither come, 
From thy lamented Shakspeare's tomb. 
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On which thou lov'st to sit at eve. 
Musing o'er thy darling^s grave : 
O queen of numbers, once agaiu 
Animate some chosen swain. 
Who, fill'd with inexhausted fire» 
May boldly smite the sounding lyre. 
Who with some new, unequall'd song, 
May rise above the rhyming throng ; 
O'er all out listening passions reign, 
O'erwhelm our souls with joy and pain 
With terror shake, with pity move, 
Rouse with revenge, or melt with love. 
O deign to^ attend his evening walk. 
With him in ^oves and grottos talk ; 
Teach him to scorn with frigid art. 
Feebly to touch the* enraptured heart ; 
Like lightning, let bis mighty verse 
I'he bosom's inmost foldings pierce ; 
With native beauties win applause. 
Beyond cold critics' studied laws : 
O let each Muse's fame increase, 
O bid firittania rival Greece ! 
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TO EVEJsriJ^G. 

HiLix* meek-eyM maiden, clad in sober gi*ey» 
Whose soft approach the weary woodman loves ; 
As homeward bent to kiss his prattling babes. 
Jocund he whistles through the twilight g^veli. 

When Phccbus sinks behind the gilded hills, 
You lightly o'er the misty meadows walk ; 
The drooping daisies bathe in honey dews, 
And nurse the nodding .violet's slender stalk. 

The panting dryads, that in day's fierce heat 
To inmost bowers, and cooling caverns ran ; 
Return to trip in wanton evening dance ; 
Old Sylvan too returns, and laughing Pan. 

To the deep wood the clamorous rooks repair, 
Ught skims the swallow o'er the watery scene ; 
And from the sheep-cote, and fresh furrow'd field. 
Stout ploughmen meet to wrestle on the Green. 

The swain, that artless sings on yonder rock. 
His supping sheep, and lengthening shadow spies ; 
Pleas'd with the cool, the calm, refreshful hour. 
And with hoarse bumming of unnumber'd flies. 

Now every passion sleeps : desponding Love, 
And pining Envy, ever-restless Pride ; 
A holy calm creeps o'er my peaceful soul. 
Anger, and mad Ambition's storms subside. 

O modest Evening ! oft let me appear 
A wandering votary in thy pensive train ; 
Listening to every wildly warbling throat 
ThAt fills with farewell sweet thy darkening plain. 
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TO LIBERTY. 



O GJDDFSs, on whose steps attend 
Pleasure and laughter-loving Health, 
"White-mantled Peace, with olive wand. 
Young Joy, and diamond-sceptred Wealth ; 
Blithe iMenty, with her loaded horn, 
"With Science, bright-ey'd as the mom. 
In Britain, which for ages past 
Has been thy choicest darling care ; 
"Who mad'st her wise, and strong and fair, 
May thy best blessings ever last ! 

For thee the pining prisoner mourns. 
Deprived of food, of mirth, of light ; 
For thee, pale slaves to galleys chain'd, 
That ply tough oars from mo^n to night ; 
Thee, the proud sultan's beauteous train, 
By eunuchs guarded, weep in vain. 
Tearing the roses from their locks ; 
And Guinea's captive kings lament. 
By christian lords to labour sent, 
"Whip'd like the dull, unfeeling ox. 

Inspired by thee, deaf to fond nature's cries. 
Stern Brutus, when Rome's genius loudly call'd. 
Gave her the matchless fihal sacrifice. 
Unable to behold her power enthrali'd ! 
And he of later age, but equal fame, 
Dar'd stab the tyrant though he lov'd the friend ; 
How burnt the Spartan* with warm patriot flame, 
In thy great cause his valorous life to end ! 
How burst Gustavus from the Swedish mine ! 
Lik6 light from chaos dark, eternally to shine. 

^JhtoDiidai; 
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When Heaven to all thy joys bestow S, 

And g^ves upon our hearts — be free !— 

Shall coward man those joys resign. 

And dare reverse this gpreat decree ? 

Submit him to some idol king. 

Some selfish, passion-guided thing. 

Abhorring man, by man abborr'd. 

Around whose throne stands trembling Doubts 

Whose jealous eyes still roll about; 

And Murder with his reeking sword ? 

Where trampling Tyranny with Fate ; 
And black Revenge gigantic g^es ; 
Hark, how the dying infants shriek. 
How hopeless age is sunk in woes ! 
^ly, mortals^ from that faded land. 
Though rivers roll o^er golden sand. 
Though birds in shades of cassia sing. 
Harvests and fruits spontaneous rise. 
No storms disturb the smiling skies. 
And each soft breeze rich odours bring. 

Britannia watch!*— remember peerless Rome, 
Her high-tower'd head dash'd meanly to the g^undt 
Remember, freedom's guardian, Grecians doom. 
Whom, weeping, the despotic Turk has bound ; 
May ne'er thy oak-crow n'd hills, rich meads and 

down, 
(Fame, virtue, courage, property, forgot) 
Thy peaceful villages, and busy towns. 
Be doom'd some death -dispensing tyrant's lot ; 
On deep foundations may tliy freedom stand. 
Long as the sur^c shall lash thy sca-cncircled land. 
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TO HKALTH. 

WRITTEN OH k. BECOTEET rROX THE IXAIXvPOXt 

O WHETHER with laborious c{pwns. 
In meads and woods thou lov'st to dwell ; 
In noisy, merchant-crowded towns. 
Or in the temperate Brachman's cell ; 
Who from the meads of Ganges' fruitful flood, 
Wet with sweet dews, collects his floweiy food. 

In Bath or in Montpellier's plains. 
Or rich Bermuda's balmy isle. 
Or the cold North, whose fur-clad swsuns 
Ne'er saw the purple Autumn smile. 
Who over alps of snow, and deserts drear. 
By twinkling star-light drive the flying deer. 

O lovely queen of mirth and ease. 
Whom absent, beauty, banquets, wine, 
Wit, music, pomp, nor science please. 
And kings on ivory couches pine ; 
Nature's kind nurse, to whom by gracious Heav'n, 
To sooth the pangs of toilsome life 'tis giv'n. 

To aid a languid wretch repair. 

Let pale-ey'd Grief thy presence fly. 

The restless demon, gloomy Care, 

And meagre Melancholy die ; 
Di*ive to some lonely rock the giant Pain, 
And bind him howling with a triple chaiwV 
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O come, restore my aching sight, 

Tet let me not on Laura gaze ; 

Soon most I quit that dear delight, 

O'erpower'd by Beauts piercing rajrs ; 
Support my feeble feet, and largely shed 
Thy oil of gjadneas on my fainting head. 

How nearly had my spirit paas'd. 
Till stop'd by MetcalTs skilful hand, 
^o DejUth's dark regions, wide and waste. 
And the black rirer's moumfiil strand ; 
Or to those vales of joy and meadows blessed. 
Where sagesi, heroes, patriots, poets rest : 

Where Ifaro and Musxus sit 

Listening to Milton's loftier song. 

With sacred silent wonder smit ; 

While, monarch of the tuneful throng, 
Homer in rapture throws his trumpet down. 
And to th{ Briton gives his amaranthine crown. 
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TO SUPERSTITIOJ^r. 

HxircE to some Convent's gloomy aisles, 
Where cheerful daylight never smiles : 

Tyrant ! from Albion haste, to slavish Rome ; 
There by dim tapers' livid light, 
At the still, solemn hours of the night. 

In pensive musings walk o'er many a soundingtomb. 

Thy clanking chains, thy crimson steel. 

Thy venom'd darts, and barbarous wheels 
Malignant fiend, bear from this isle away. 

Nor dare in error's fetters bind 

One active, freebom, British mind ; [sway, 

lliat strongly strives to spring indignant from thy 

Thou bad'st grim Moloch's frowning priest 

Snatch screaming infants from the breast. 
Regardless of the frantic mother's woes ; 

Thou led'st the ruthless sons of Spain 

To wondering India's golden plain. 
From deluges of blood where tenfold harvests rose. 

But lo ! how swiftly art thou fled, 

When Reason lifts his radiant head ; 
When his resounding, awful voice they hfar, 

Blind Ignorance, thy doting sire. 

Thy daughter, trembling Fear, retire ; 
And all thy ghastly train of terrors disappear. 

So by the Magi hail'd from far. 
When Phoebus mounts bis early car. 
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The shrieking ghosts to their dark chamels flock ; 
The full gorged wolves retreat ; no more 
The prowling lionesses roar, [rock. 

But hasten with their prey to some deep-cavem'd 

Hail then, ye friends of Reason, hail ! 

Ye foes to Mystery's odious veil. 
To Truth's high temple guide my steps arigh^ 

Where Clarke and WoUaston reside, 

With Locke and ^ewton by their side. 
While Plato sits above enthron'd in endless lighti 



1*0 A GEjrrLEMAJ>r, 

itPOK HIS TRAVELS THBOUOH ITALT^ 

While I with fond oflicious care. 
For you my chorded shell prepare. 

And not unmindful frame an humble lay ; 
Where shall this verse my Cynthio find. 
What scene of art now charms your mind. 

Say, on what sacred spot of Roman ground yoU 
stray? 

I*erhaps you cull each valley's bloom ; 

To strew o'er VirgfiPs laurell'd tomb. 
Whence oft at midnight echoing voices sound ; 

For at that hour of silence, there 

The shades of ancient bards repair. 
To join in choral song his hallow'd urn aroand i 

Or wander in the cooling shade 

(If Sabine bowers where Homer stra/d^ 
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And oft repeftt^ in eager thought elate, 
(As round in classic search you trace) 
With curious eye the pleasing place, [sats.^ 

'* Thiff fount he lov'd, and there beneath that oak he 

How longfs my raptured breast with you. 

Great Raphael's magic strokes to view. 
To whose bless'd hand each charm the Graees gave ! 

Whence each fair form with beauty glows> 

Like that of Venus, when she rose 
Naked in blushing chants from ocean's hoary wave. 

As oft by roving fiincy led. 

To smooth Clitumnus' banks you tread, 

What awfiil thoughts his fabled waters raise f 
While the low-thoug^ted swain, whose flock 
Grazes around, from some steep rock. 

With vulg^ disregard his mazy course surveys; 

Now through the ruinM domes my Muse 
Your steps with eager flight pursues. 

That their eleft piles on Tiber's plains present^ 
Among whose hoUow-winding cells. 
Forlorn and wild, Romels Genius dwells ; 

His golden sceptre broke, and purple mantle renl^ 

Oft to those mossy mouldering walls^ 
Those caverns dark, and silent halls. 

Let me repair by midnight's paly fires ; 
There muse on Empire's fallen state. 
And frail Ambition's hapless fate, [inspires. 

While more than mortal thoughts the solemn scene 

What lust of power from the cold North 
Could tempt those Vandal robbers forth. 
Vol. XXXrV. S 
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Fiar Italy, thy vine-clad vales to waste ? 

Whose hands profane, with hostile blade, 

Thy storied temples dar'd invade. 
And all thy Parian seats of Attic art defac'd! 

They, weeping Art in fetters bound. 
And gor'd her breast with many a wound. 

And veil'd her charms in clouds of thickest night ; 
Sad Poesy, much injur'd maid. 
They drove to some dim convent's shade, 

Atid quench'd in gloomy mist her lamp's resplen- 
dent light. 

There long she wept, to darkness doom'd. 
Till Cosmo's hand her light relum'd. 

That once agpiin in lofty Tasso shone ; 
Since has sweet Spenser caught her fire. 
She breathed once more in Milton's lyre. 

And warm'd the soul divine of Shakspeare, Fancy's 
son. 

Nor she, mild queen, will cease to smile 

On her Britannia's much lov'd isle, [bom. 

Where these her best, her favourite Three were 

While Theron* warbles Grecian strains. 

Or polish'd Dodington remains. 
The drooping train of arts to cherish and adorn. 

* Akentide. 
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AGAIJ^ST DESPAIR, 

Farkwell, thou dimpled cheirub, Joy^ 

Thou rose-crown*d ever-smiling* boy, 

Wont thy sister Hope to lead 

To dance along the primrose mead ! 

No more, bereft of happy hours, 

I seek thy lute-resounding bow'rs. 

But to yon ruin'd tower repair. 

To meet the god of groans, Despur ; 

Who, on that ivy -darkened ground. 

Still takes at eve his silent round. 

Or sits yon new-made grave beside. 

Where lies a frantic suicide ; 

While labouring sighs my heart-strings breaks 

Thus to the sullen power I speak : 

" Haste with thy poison'd dagger, haste. 

To pierce this sorrow-laden breast ! 

Or lead me, at the dead of night. 

To some sea-5eat mountain's height. 

Whence with headlong haste I'll leap 

To the dark bosom of the deep ; 

Or show me, far from human eye. 

Some cave to muse in, starve and die : 

No weeping friend or brother near. 

My last fond, faltering words to hear." — 

'Twas thus, with weight of woes oppress'd, 

I sought to ease my bruised breast ; 

When straight more gloomy grew the shade, 

And lo ! a tall, majestic maid ; 

Her limbs, not delicately fair. 

Robust, and of a martial air ; 
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She bore of steel a polish'd shield^ 

Where highly sclilptur'd 1 beheld 

The* Atfaeman inartyr* smiling stand. 

The baleftil goblet in his hand : 

6]iarkled her eyies with lively flame. 

And Patienee wiss the seraph's name; 

Sternly she looked, and stem began—' 

** Thy sorrows eease, eonplaining man. 

Bouse thy weak seid, appease thy moan» 

Soon are the doads of sadness g^ne ; 

Thoagfa now in Griefs dtrk groves you wali^ 

Where grisly flends aboat yon atalk. 

Beyond a blissfiil dty lies^ 

Fftr from whose gates eadi ai^foisb flies: 

Take thou this smeld, wlueh onee of yore 

Ulysses and Alcides wore. 

And whie6 in later days I gtife 

To Regius and Rateigi^ brave ; 

In exile or in dungeon drear. 

Their mighty minds could banish fear; 

Tliy heart no tenfold woes riiall feel ; 

'Twas virtue tempered the rough steel. 

And, by her heavenly fingers wrought. 

To me the precious present brought.' 



99 



ODI8. 309 



TO THE JsriGHTUSTGALE, 

THOU, that to the moonlight vale 
Warblest oft thy plaintive tale, 
What time the village murmurs cease, 
And the still eve is hush'd to peace, 
When now no busy sound is heard, 
Contemplation's favourite bird ! 

Chantress of night, whose amorous song 
First heard the tufted groves among. 
Warns wanton Mabba to begin 
Her revels on the circled green, 
Whene'er by Meditation led, 

1 nightly seek some distant mead ; 

A short repose of cares to find. 
And sooth my love-distracted mind ; 
O fail not then, sweet Philomel, 
Thy sadly warbled woes to tell j 
For sympathetic numbers join 
Thy pangs of luckless love with mine 1 

So may no swain's rude hand infest 
Thy tender young, and rob thy nest ; 
Nor ruthless fowler's guileful snare 
Lure thee to leave the fields of air. 
No more to visit vale or shade. 
Some barbarous virgin's captive made. 

S 2 
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OJV THE SPRIJSTG. 

TO ▲ LADT. 

1 ! Spring- appay'd in primrose-colour'd robe. 
Fresh beauties sheds on each enliven'd scene. 

With showers and sunshine cheers the smiling globe. 
And mantles hill and vale in glowing green. 

All nature feels her vital heat around, 

The pregnant giebe nowbursts with foodful grain; 
With kindly warmth she opes the frozen ground. 

And with new life informs the teeming plain. 

She calls the fishes from their oozy beds. 
And animates the deep with genial love ; 

She b'^ds the herds bound sportive o'er the mead. 
And with glad songs awakes the joyous grove. 

No more the glaring tiger roams for prey, 
AU'powerful Love subdues his savage soul. 

To find his spotted mate he darts away. 

While gentler thoughts the thirst of blood con- 
trol. 

But all ! while all is warmth and soft desire, 

While all around Spring's cheerful influence own. 

You feel not, Araoret, her quickening fire. 
To Spring's kind influence a foe alone. 
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TO A LADY 

WHO HATEB TH£ COUHTQT. 

Now Summer, daughter of the Sun, 
O'er the gay fields comes dancing on, 

And earth o'erflows with joys ; 
Too long in routs and drawing-rooms. 
The tasteless hours my fair consumes. 

Midst foUy, flattery, noise. 

Come hear mild zephyr bid the rose 
Her balmy -breathing buds disclose. 

Come hear the falling rill ; 
Obser\'e the honey -loaded bee. 
The beech-embower'd cottage see. 

Beside yon sloping hill. 

By health awoke at early morn. 
We'll brush the dew from every thorn, 

And help unpen the fold ; 
Hence to yon hollow oak we'll stray. 
Where dwelt, as village fables say. 

An holy Druid old. 

Come wildly rove through desert dales, 
To listen how lone nightingales 

In liquid lays complain ; 
Adieu the tender thrilling note. 
That pants in Monticelli's throat. 

And Handel's stronger strain. 
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''Insipid pleasures these ! (you cry) 
Must I from dear assemblies fly 

To see rude peasants toil ? 
For operas Usten to a bird ? 
ShaU Sidney's* fables be preferred 

To my sagacious Hoyle ?"f 

O falsely fond of what seems g^eat. 
Of purple pomp and robes of state. 

And all life's tinsel glare ! 
Rather with humble violets bind. 
Or give to wander in the wind 

Your length of sable hair. 

Soon as you reach the rural shade. 
Will Mirth, the sprightly mountain maid. 

Your days and nights attend ; 
She'll bring fantastic Sport and Song, 
Nor Cupid will be absent long. 

Your true ally and friend. 

* Arcadia ; a romance by Sir Phifip Sidney, 
t Alluding to 'boie ladiet who have left their Norebaad Ba 
maneea for the profbiuid ctndy of Mr. Hoyle*i book on Whin. 
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LOSS OF HIS FATHER^ THE REV. THO- 
MAS WARTOJr. 

nCAR OF BASiHGSTOKfi, HAVTS^ WttO BIXB IIT 1745« 

No more of mirth and rural joys. 

The gay description quickly cloys ; 

In melting noMbera, sadly slow, 

I tune my alter'd strings to woe ; 
Attend, Melpomene, and with thee bring 
Thy tragic lute, Euphzanor's death to ung. 

Fond wik tSiou be his name to praise. 

For oft thou heard'st his skilful lays; 

Isis, for liim soft tears has shed. 

She plac'd her ivy on his head ; 
Chose him, strict judge, to rule with steady reins 
The vigorous fancies of her listening swains. 

With genius, wit, and science blessed. 
Unshaken Honour arm'd his breast. 
Bade him, with virtuous courage wise. 
Malignant Fortune's darts despise ; 
Him, e'en black Envjr's venom'd tongues commend. 
As Scholar, Pastor, Husband, Father, Friend. 

For ever sacred, ever dear, 

O much-lov'd shade ! accept this tear ; * 

Each night indulging pious woe. 

Fresh roses on thy- tomb I strow. 
And wish for tender Spenser's moving verse. 
Warbled in broken sobs o'er Sidney's UdSie. 
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Let me to that deep cave resort. 
Where Sorrow keeps her silent court ; 
For ever wringing^ her pale hands. 
While dumb Misfortune near her stands ; 
With downcast eyes the Cares around her wait. 
And Pity sobbing sits before the gate. 

Thus stretch'd upon his grave I sung, 
When straight my ears with murmur rung; 
A distant, deaf, and hollow sound 
Was heard in solemn whispers round — 
** Weep not for me, embath'd in bliss above. 
In the bright kingdoms bless'd of joy and loye/'* 
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Ntmphs of the forests, that young oaks protect 
From noxious blasts, and the blue thunder's dart ; 
O how securely might ye dwell 
In Britain's peaceful shades. 
Far from grim wolves, or tigers* midnight roar. 
Or crimson-crested serpents' hung^ hiss. 
But that our savage swains pollute 
With murder your retreats ! 
How oft your birds have undeserving bled. 
Linnet, or warbling thrush, or moaning dove. 
Pheasant with gaily-glistering wings. 
Or early mounting-lark ! 

• Variation: 

** Enough dear Youth !— though wnp*d in bliu above. 

Well pleas'd I listen to thy la) s of love.** 
Subjoined to the edition of his father*s poemi, 1748. 
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While in sweet converse in a round you sit 
On the green turf, or in the woodbine -bower. 
If chance the thundering' gtin be heard. 
To g^ts and caves ye run ; 
Fearful as when Lodona fled from Pan, 
Or Daphne, panting, from enamour'd Sol, 
Or fair Sabrina to the flood 
Her snowy beauties g»ve : 
IVhen will dread Man his tyrannies forego, 
"When cease to bathe his barbarous hands in blood^ 
His subjects hel' less, harmless, weak. 

Delighting to destroy ? • 

More pleasant far to shield their tender young 
From churlish swains, that violate their nests ; 
And, wandering, morn or eve to hear 
Their welcome to the Spring. 



TO SOLJl'UDE, 

THOtr, that at deep dead of night 

Walk*8t forth beneath the pale moon*s light 

In robe of flowing black array 'd. 

While cypress leaves thy brows o'ershade ; 

Listening to the crowing cock. 

And the distant sounding clock ; 

Or sitting in thy cavern low. 

Dost hear the bleak winds loudly blow. 

Or the hoarse death-boding owl. 

Or village mastiff^s wakeful howl. 

While through thy melancholy room 

A dim lamp casts an awful gloom ; 

Thou, that on the meadow green. 

Or dusied upland art not seen> 



But Windeiiiig bj the dmkjr nooiii^ 
And tbt petakre fiilliiif bvoolui» 
Or hMT tome mgfed, htrblttt roekr 
Where no iheplierd keeps Ue flock f 
Mofing meid, to thee I corner 
ttatlng the tndeftil citf'e himii 
let me cahnly dwell with thee f 
Jfrom noiiy mirth end bnaineei free. 
With meditation leek the ^ei^ 
ffaf fony-fetur'd wofM dMptoe 1 



UnVATsn vnex eojueiy era sni. wt^m tqn 

ts mvrth tbftt gushing lUl with pmeit etreaov 

BlAnduiian Fount ! to whom the products sweet 

Of richett winet belong. 

And fsirest flowers of Springf 
To thee, e chosen Tictim will I shif , 
A kid, who glowing in Issciyious youth 

Just blooms with budding horn. 

And with vain thought elste 
Yet destinei future war : but ah ! too soon 
ICs reeking blood with erimion shall enriclr 

Thy pure translucent floods 

And tinge thy crystal clear. 
Thy sweet recess the mxn in mid«dsy hour 
Can ne'er invade, thy streams the labour'd 9i€ 

Refresh with cooling draught. 

And glad the wandenng herds. 
Thy name shall ihine with endless honours fpea^df 
While on my shell I sing the nodding oak^ 

That o'er thy cevem deep 
Waves hie embawei^fif(\i«»lL. 
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oir RiABiire 
MH. WEST* 8 TBAATSLATIOJ^r OF PIN'DAR. 

I. 1. 

AxBioir exult ! thy sons ft Toice ^vine have heard. 
The Man of Thebes hath in thy vales appear'd ; 
Hark ! with fresh rage and undiminiahM fire. 
The sweet enthu«ast smites the British lyre ;* 
The sounds that echoed on Alpheus' streams. 
Reach the delig^hted ear of listening Thames : 
Lo ! swift across the dusty plain 
Great Theron's foaming coursers strain ! 
' What mortal tongue e'er roU'd along 
Such full impetuous tides of nervous song ? 

I. 2. 

The fearful, frigid rays of cold and creeping Art, 
Nor touch, nor can transport the' unfeeling heart ; 
Pindar, our inmost bosom piercing, warms 
With glory's love, and eager thirst of arms : 
When Freedom speaks in his majestic strain, 
The patriot-passions beat in every vein : 
We long to sit with heroes old, 
Mid gloves of vegetable gold. 
Where Cadmus and Achilles dwell,f 
And still of daring deeds and dangers tell. 

I. 3. 

Away, enervate bards, away. 

Who spin the courtly, silken lay, - 

• Gray's Bard. t See 2 Oltm^;^. 

Vot. XXXIV. T 
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As wreaths for some vidn Louis' head/ 

Or mourn some soft Adonis dead : 

No more your pohsh'd lyrics boast, [lost .- 

In British Pindar's strength o'erwhelm'd and 

As well might ye compare 
The glimmering^ of a waxen flame, 
(Emblem of verse correctly tame) 
To his own iRtna's sulphur-spouting caves^f 
"When to Heaven's vault the fiery deluge raves. 
When clouds and burning rocks dart through the 
troubled air. 

n. 1. 

In roaring cataracts down Andes' channei'd steeps 
Mark how enormous Orellana sweeps ! 
Monarch of mighty floods ! supremely strong, 
Foaming from clifl^ to cliflT he whirls along, 
Swoln with an hundred bills' collected snows : 
Thence over nameless regions widely flows 
Round fragrant isles, and citron groves. 
Where still the naked Indian roves, 
And safely builds his leafy bow'r. 
From slavery far, and curs'd Iberian pow'r. 

II. 2. 
So rapid Pindar flows. — O parent of the lyre. 
Let me for ever thy sweet sons admire ! 
O ancient Greece, but chief the bard whose lays 
The matchless tale of Troy divine emblaze. 
And next Euripides, soft Pity's priest. 
Who melts in useful woes the bleeding breast ; 
And him, who paints the' incestuous king 
Whose soul amaze and horror wring ; 

* AIludiDg to the French and Italian lyric poets. 
tSeelPyUuGd. 



oBxs. 219 

Teach me to taste their charms reiWi'dy 
The richest banquet of the' enraptur'd mind : 

n. 3. 

For the bless'd man, the Muses* child,* 
On whose auspicious birth she smil'd. 
Whose soul she form'd with purer fire. 
For whom she tun'd a golden lyre. 
Seeks not in figfhting fields renown ; 
No widows' midnight shrieks, nor burning town. 
The peaceful poet please ; 
Nor ceaseless toils for sordid gains. 
Nor purple pomp, nor wide domains. 
Nor heaps of wealth, nor powei*, nor stateroan's 

schemes, 
Nor all deceived Ambition's feverish dreams 
JLtire his contented heart from the sweet yale of 
ease. 

• Hor. Od. 3. L. 4. 
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MISCELLANIES. 



THE EJ^THUSilAST , 

OR TBI LOTB Or If ATVRB. WRITTBV IV 1740. 



Rura T«ro biiteroqne iMtMnr. 

MARTIAU 



Ut mihl 4«?lo 



Buptt, et TMuum ntmiu 

MlrtlrUbttl _ 

HDR. 



Yk freen-rob'd Dryads, oft at dufky avt 
By wondering^ thephcrds Heen ; to foretU brown, 
To unfrequented meadi, and pathleM wildf. 
Lead me from g^ardent deck'd with urta rain 

pomps. 
Can gill alcoves, can marble mimic gods, 
Parterres embroidcrM, obelisks, and urns 
Of high relief; can the long-spreading lake. 
Or vista lessening to the sight ; can 8tow 
With all her attic fanes, such raptures raise. 
As the thnisli-haunted copse, where lightly leaps 
The fearful fawn the rustling leaves along, 
And the brisk squirrel sports from bough to bough. 
While from a hollow oak, whose naked roots 
O'erhang a pensive rill, the busy bees 
Hum drowsy lullabies ? The bards of old. 
Fair Nature's friends, sought such retreats, to 

charm 
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eet Echo with their tongi i oft too they met 
lummer eveningly near leqtiefter'd bowerib 
mountain nymph, or muie, and eager leam'd 
9 moral itraint she taught to mend mankind* 
to a secret grot ^geria stole* 
:h patriot Numa, and in silent night 
isper'd him sacred laws^ he listening sat 
»t with her virifcuous YoioOi old Tiber lean'd 
entive on his urn, and hush'd his waves. 
Ii in her weeping country's spoils^ Versailles 
r boast a thousand fountains, that ean east 
i tortur'd waters to the distant heavens i 
let me ctioose some pine-topM precipice 
■upt and shaggy, whence a foamy stream, 
e Anio, tumbling roars i or some bleak heatht 
ere straggling stands the mournful Juniper* 
^ew-tree scath'd } while in clear prospect rottnd» 
m the grovo'tt bosom spires emerge, and smoke 
luish wrealhM nNceiids, ripe harvcMts wave, 
r, lonely cotUgeH, and ruinM tops 
fotliic bttttlcmrnts appear, and streams 
eath the sunbeams twinkle. The shrill lark, 
t waken the woodmun to his early task i 
ove-siek Philomel, whose luscious lays 
th lone night-wanderers i the moaning dove, 
ed by listening milk-maids, far excel 
deep-moulhM viol, the MouMulliiig lute, 
battle.breathing trumpet. Artful sounds! 
t please not like the choristers of air, 
L*n first they hail the' approacli of Uughing May. 
Kent (leMif^n like Nature f Mark where Thames 
ity and pleasure pours through I /mcoln'sfmeads} 

ivy, lib. i. cap. iv. 

ko Karl vT Llnoulo'i twrson •( WcYtaMtftVnttttXtl* 

T 2 
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Can the gr«at artiit, thougli with tatte mpreiM 
Endued, one beauty to this Eden add ? 
Thougfh he, by nilct unfettered, boldlj eeornt 
Formality and method, round and squaro 
Disdaining, planii irregularly great. 
Creative 'I'itian, can thy Tivid ttrokea, 
Or thine, O graceful Raphael, dare to Tie 
With the rich tints that paint the breathing mead? 
The thouMind-colour'd tulip, violet's bell 
Snow-clad an<l meek, the vermeil-tinetur'd roaey 
And golden crocus P—- Yet with these the aiaid 
Fhillis or I'habe, at a feast or wake, 
llcr jetty locks enamels; fiurer she, 
In innocence and home-spun vestments dreai^^ 
Than if cerulean sapphires at her ears 
Shone pendent, or a prrriotis diamond erosa 
llcav'd gently on hor panting bosom white. 

Yon hhcphcnl idly stretchM on the rude rock, 
I/tHtcning to dashing waves, and seamew's clang 
High-liovcriitg o'er his head, who views beneath 
The dolphin dancing o'er the level brine, 
Vecls more true; bliss than the proud admiral, 
Amid hilt vessels bright with bumish*d gold 
And silken streamers, though his lordly nod 
Ten thouHand war-worn mariners revere. 
And great Jllncas* gaz'd witii more delight 
On the rough mountain shagg'd with horrid ihadei, 
(Where cloud-compclJing Jove, as fancy dream'd, 
Descending shook his direful ^:gis black) 
Than if ho enter'd the high Capitol 
On golden columns rear'd, a conquered world 
Kzliaiuited, to enrich its stately head. 
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More pleat'd he flept in poor EvandeT*! cot 
On ihaggy tkint» luU'd by sweet nightingalei, 
Tlian if a Nero, in an Mgt refin'd, 
Beneath a gorgeous canopy had plac'd 
Ilia royal gueat, and bade his minttreln sound 
Sofi slumbrous Lydian airs, to sootb hit rest. 

Happy the first of men* ere yet confin'd 
To smoky cities \ who in sheltering gn^ves^ 
Warm caves^ and deep-sunk valleys liv'd and lov'd» 
By cares unwounded i what the sun and showers, 
And genial earth untillag'd could produce, 
They gathered grateful, or the acorn brown. 
Or blushing berry i by the liquid lapse 
Of murmuring waters call'd to slake their thirst, 
Or with Iblr nymphs their sun-brown limbs to bathe i 
With nymphs who fondly clasp'd their fkvourite 

youths, 
Unaw'd by shame, beneath the beechen shade, 
Nor wiles nor artificial coyneits knew. 

Then doors and walls were not ( tlie melting maid 
Nor frowns of parentH fear'd, nor huHband'H threats j 
Nor had curs'd gold their tender hearts allur'd : 
Then beauty was not venal. Injur'd love, 
O whither, god of raptures, art thou fled f 
"While Avarice waves his golden wand around, 
Abhor'd magician ! and his costly cup 
Prepares with baneful drugs, to' enchant the souls 
Of twdk low-thoughted fair to wed for gain. 

In earth's first infancy (as sung i\\t bard,t 
Who strongly painted what he boldly thought) 
Though the flerce north oft smote with iron whip 
Their shivering limbs, though oft the bristly boar 

* 8«e Luoreiiiu, lib. v« ^ l.ucTt\\\i%. 
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Or hung^ lion woke them with their howls, 

And scar'd them from their moss-grown caves to roye 

Houseless and cold in dark tempestuous nights ; 

Yet were not m3rriads in embattled fields 

Swept off at once, nor had the raging seas 

(yerwhelm'd the foundering bark and shrieking 

In vain the glassy ocean smiPd to tempt [crew; 

The jolly sailor unsuspecting harm. 

For commerce ne'er had spread her swelling saik^ 

Nor had the wondering nereids ever heard 

The dashing oar : then famine, want, and pain,* 

Sunk to the g^ve their fainting limbs ; but ui^' 

Biseaseful dainties, riot and excess. 

And feverish luxury destroy. In brakes 

Or marshes wild, unknowingly they crop'd 

Herbs of malignant juice ; to realms remote 

While we for powerful poisons madly roam. 

From every noxious herb collecting death. 

What though unknown to those primeval sires 

The well-archMdome,peopled with breathing forms 

By fair Italia's skilful hand, unknown 

The shapely column, and the crumbling busts 

Of awful ancestors in long descent ? 

Yet why should man mistaken, deem it nobler 

To dwell in palaces, and high-rooPd halls. 

Than in God's forests, architect supreme ! 

Say, is the Persian carpet, than the field's 

Or meadow's mantle g^y, more richly wov's; 

Or softer to the votaries of ease 

Than bladed grass perfum'd with dew-drop'd flow'rsP 

O taste corrupt ! that luxury and pomp. 

In specious names of polish'd manners veil'd. 

Should proudly banish Nature's simple charms ! 

* PmduA ImXx l}<K)k u. 
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AU-beauteou8 Nature ! by thy boundless charms 
Oppressed, O where shall I begin thy pndse. 
Where turn the' ecstatic eye, how ease my breast 
That pants with wild astonishment and love ! 
Dark forests, and the opening lawn, refresh'd 
With ever-gushing brooks, hill, meadow, dale. 
The balmy bean-field, the gay clover'd close, 
So sweetly interchanged, the lowing ox. 
The playful lamb, the distant water&ll 
Now faintly heard, now swelling with the breeze; 
The sound of pastoral reed from hazel-bower. 
The choral birds, the neighing steed that snuffs 
Hia dappled mate, stung with intense desire ; 
The ripen'd orchard when the ruddy orbs 
Betwixt the green leaves blush, the azure ddes, 
The cheerful sun that through earth's vitals pours 
Delight and health and heat ; all, all conspire^ 
To raise, to sooth, to harmonize the mind, . 
To lift on wings of praise, to the great Sire 
Of being and of beauty, at whose nod 
Creation started from the gloomy vault 
Of dreary Chaos, while the grisly king 
Murmured to feef his boisterous power confin'd. 

What are the lays of artful Addison, 
Coldly correct to Shakspeare's warblings wild ? 
Whom on the winding Avon's Mrillow'd banks 
Fair Fancy found, and bore the smiling babe* 
To a close cavern ; (still the shepherds show 
The sacred place, whence with religious awe 
They hear, returning from the field at eve. 
Strange whisperings of sweet music through the air) 
Here, as with honey gathered from the rock. 
She fed tlie little prattler, and with songs 

• Gniy'i Progreti of Po«y. 
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Oft sooth'd his wondering ears ; with deep delight. 
On her soft lap he sat, and caught the sounds. 

Oft near some crowded city would I walk. 
Listening the far-off noises, rattling cars. 
Loud shouts of joy, sad shrieks of sorrow, knells 
Full slowly tolling, instruments of trade. 
Striking mine ears with one deep-swelling hum. 
Or wandering near the sea, attend the sounds 
Of hollow winds, and ever-beating waves, 
Ev'n when wild tempests swallow up the plains. 
And Boreas' blasts, big hail, and rains combine 
To shake the groves and mountidns, would I sit. 
Pensively musing on the' outrageous crimes [hoon. 
That wake Heaven's vengeance : at such soleimi 
Demons and goblins through the dark air shriek. 
While Hecate, with her black-brow'd sisters nine^ 
Rides o'er the earth, and scatters woes and death. 
Then too, they say, in drear Egyptian wilds 
The lion and the tiger prowl for prey 
With roarings loud ! the listening traveller 
Starts fear-struck, while the hollow-echoing vaults 
Of pyramids increase the deathful sounds. 

But let me never fail in cloudless nights. 
When silent Cynthia in her silver car [hills. 

Through the blue concave slides, when shine the 
Twinkle the streams,and woods look tip'd with gold. 
To seek some level mead, and there invoke 
Old Midnight's sister. Contemplation sage, 
(Queen of the rugged brow, and stem-fix'd eye) 
To lift my soul above this little earth. 
This folly-fetter'd world : to purge my ears. 
That I may hear the rolling planets' song, 
A.nd tuneful turning spheres : if this be barr'd. 
The little fays that dance in neighbouring dales. 
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charm mo with Atrial nat«f«-«»Af thua 
ler muiing, lo» what awftil forma 
r appear ! aharp««y'd PhUoaopbjr 
n dun robea, an eagle on bia wriat» 
neeta my eye i next, virgin Solitude 
), who bluahea at eaoh gaier'a atght i 
Wiadom'a hoary head, with crutoh in hand, 
iling, and bent with age i toat, Virtuo'a aelf 
g, in white arrayed, who with her leada 
Innocence, that prattlea by her aide, 
ed boy ! — HaraaaM with fear 1 atop, 
, when Virtue thua— ^ Whoe'er thou art, 
I, by whom 1 deign to be beheld 
10 my midnight walka, depart, and aay 
lencefortli I and my immortal train 
:e Britannia^ iale \ who fbndly atoopa 
;c, her fuvourite paramour." 8he apoke/ 
I she turuM her round and roiiy neck, 
»win)|f train, and long ambn>aial hair 
ling rich odourH, I cnamourM view. 

wlic) will bear nic then to western climcii. 

Virtue IcavrN our wretched land) to fields 
poUutcil with Iberian aworda : 
IcN oC Innocence, from mortal view 
f rctir'd, beneath a plantanc'a shade, 
! llappincHM and Quiet ait cnthronM 
liniple Indian NwainN, that I may hunt 
:>ar and tiger through HavannahN wild, 
{\i fragrant deNertH,and through citron gruveit 
fed on datcM and hcrbii, would I dcapiNe 
r-feteliM catcN of Luxury, and hoardn 
row-hearted Avarice i nor heed 
titant din of the tumultuous world. 

•Vlrg.«o.Ut>.U 
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So when rude whirlwinds rouse the roaring main. 
Beneath fair Thetis sits, in coral caves. 
Serenely gay ; nor sinking sailors' cries 
Disturb her sportiye nymphs, who round her foim 
The light fantastic dance, or for her hair 
Weave rosy crowns, or with according lutes 
Grace the soft warbles of her honied roice. 



FASfflOJSr. 

A SATIBS. 



Hbrestiaf potaimii, quod ficqueiitiiu ; reeti apud hm 
tnatt vik publkus fi^tiu. 



Yes, yes, my friend, disgfuise it as you will. 
To right or wrong 'tis Fashion guides us still s 
A few perhaps rise singularly good. 
Defy and stem the fool-o'erwhelming flood ; 
The rest to wander from their brethren fear. 
As social herrings in large shoals appear. 

'Twos not a taste, but powerful mode, that bade 
Yon purblind, poking peer, run picture-mad ; 
With the same wonder-gaping face he stares 
On flat Dutch daubing, as on Guide's airs ; 
What might his oak-crown'd manors mortg^g^d gun? 
Alas ! five Aided landscapes of Loraine.* 

Not so Gargilius — sleek, voluptuous lord, 
A hundred dainties smoke upon his board ; 
Earth, air, and ocean's ransack'd for the feast. 
In masquerade of foreign olios dress'd ; 
Who praises, in this sauce- enamour'd ag«. 
Calm, healthful temperance, like an Indian sage  
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But could he walk in public, were it Mid, 
« Gargilius diu'd on bee( and eat brown bread ?' 
Happy the grotto'd hermit with his pulse, 
Who wants no truffles, rich rac^ts— nor Hulse.* 
How strict on Sundays gay Laetitia's face ! 
How curl'd her hair, how clean her Brussels lace ! 
She lifts her eyes, her sparkling eyes to Heav'n, 
Most nun-like mourns, and hopes to be forgiv'n. 
Think not she prays, or is grown penitent, — 
She went to church — ^because the parish went. 

Close Chremes, deaf to the pale widow's grief, 
Parts with an unsun'd g^nea for relief; 
No meltings o'er his ruthless bosom steal, 
More than fierce Arabs, or proud tjnrants feel ; 
Yet since his neighbours giye, the churl unlocks, 
Damning the poor, his triple-bolted box. 

Why loves not Hippia rank obscenity ? 
Why would she not with twenty porters lie ? 
Why not in crowded Malls quite naked walk ? 
Not aw*d by virtue— but ** The world would talk."— 
Yet how demurely looks the wishing maid. 
For ever, but in bed, of man afraid ! 
Thus Hammon'sf spring by day feels icy-cool. 
At night is hot as heWs sulphureous pool. 

Each panting warble of Vesconti's throat. 
To Dick, is heav'niier than a seraph's note ; 
The trills, he swears, soft stealing to his breast, 
Are lullabies, to sooth his cares to rest ; 
Are sweeter far than Laura's luscious kiss, 
Charm the whole man, and lap his soul in bliss : 
Who can such counterfeited raptures bear 
Of a deaf fool who scarce can thunders hear ? 

* Sir Edwtrd Hulte, Uie pbyiician. 
t LneretUui Bl». ri* 848, 
Vol. XXXIV. U 
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Crowdero might with him for Festin pass. 
And touching Handel yield to trifling Hasse. 
But curd-fac'd Curio comes ! all prate, and smile. 
Supreme of beaux, great bulwark of our isle ! 
Mark well his feather'd hat, his prilt cockade ; 
Rich rings, white hand, and coat of stiiT brocade ; 
Such weak-wing'd May-flies Britain's troops dis- 
grace. 
That Flandria, wondering, mourns our alter'd race. 
With him the fair, enraptured with a rattle. 
Of VauxhaU, Garrick, and Pamela prattle. 
This self-pleas'd king of emptiness permit 
At the dear toilet harmlessly to sit ; 
As mirthless infants, idling out the day. 
With wooden swords, or toothless puppies play : 
'Tis meaner (cries the manling) to command 
A conquering host, or save a sinking land. 
Than furl fair Flavians fan, or lead a dance. 
Or broach new-minted fashions fresh from France. 
O France, whose edicts govern dress and meat. 
Thy victor, Britain, bends beneath thy feet ! 
Strange ! that pert grasshopper should lions lead. 
And teach to hop, and chirp across the mead : 
Of fleets and laurell'd chiefs let others boast. 
Thy honours are to bow, dance, boil, and roast. 
Let Italy give mimic canvass fire. 
Carve rock to life, or tune the lulling l3rre ; 
For g^ld let rich Potosi be renown'd. 
Be balmy-breathing gums in India found ; 
'Tis thine for sleeves to teach tlie shantiest cuts. 
Give empty coxcombs more important struts; 
Prescribe new rules for knots, hoops, nianteaiis, 

wigs. 
Shoes, soups, complexions, coaches, farces, jigs. 



msciLiAiriBi. 231 

Muscalia dreams of last night's ball till ten. 
Drinks chocolate, strokes Fop, and sleeps agun i 
Periiaps at twelve dares ope her drowsy eyes. 
Asks Lacy if ^tis late enough to rise ; 
By three each curl and feature justly set. 
She dines, talks scandal, visits, plays piquet : 
Meanwhile her babes with some foul nurse remain ; 
For modem dames a mother's care disdain ; 
Each fortnight once she bears to see the brats, 
" For oh ! they stun one's ears, like squalling cats !" 
Tigers and purds protect, and nurse their young, 
The parent-snake will roll her ibrk'd tongue. 
The vulture hovers vengeful o'er her nest. 
If the rude hand her helpless brood infest ; 
Shan lovely woman, softest frame of heav'n. 
To whom were tears and feeling pity giv'n. 
Most fashionably cruel, less regard 
Her offspring, than the vulture, snake, ai)d pard ? 

What art, O Fashion, power supreme below ! 
You make us virtue, nature, sense, forego ; 
You sanctify knave, atheist, whore, and fool. 
And shield from justice, shame, and ridicule. 
Our grandames' modes, long absent from our eyes. 
At your all-powerful bidding duteous rise ; 
As Arethusa sunk beneath the plain 
For many a league, emerging flows again ; 
Now Mu7's mobs,* and flounces you approve. 
Now shape-disguising sacks, and slippers love : 
Scarce have you chose (like Fortune fond to joke) 
Some reigning dress, but you the choice revoke : 
So when the deep-tongued organ's notes swell high. 
And loud hosannahs reach the distant sky ; 

* Mary qaeeo of SeoU' molM, mvcfa worn by the ladiet. 
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Hark, how at once the dyings stnuns decay. 
And soften unexpectedly away. 
The peer, prince, peasant, soldier, squire^ dxviiie. 
Goddess of Change, bend low before your dailies 
Swearing to follow, wheresoe'er you lead. 
Though you eat toads^ or walk upon your head* 
*Tis hence belles game, intrigue, sip citron drami^ 
And hide their lovely locks with heads of rams ;* 
Hence girls^ once modest, without blush app^ar^ 
"With legs displayed, and swan-soft bosoma bare ; 
Hence stale, autumnal dames, still deck'd with laoe% 
Look like vile canker'd coins in velvet caaes. 
Ask you, why whores are more beloved than wives ? 
Why, weeping virtue exil'd, flattery thrives ? . 
Why, mad for pensions^ Britons young and old 
Adore base miidsters, diose calves of g«dd ? 
Why witling templars on religion joke» 
Fat, rosy justices, drink, doze, and smok^ 
Dull critics on best bards pour harmless spite^ 
As babes that mumble coral cannot bite f . 
Why knaves malicious, brother-knaves embrace. 
With hearts of gall, but courtly smiling face ? 
Why scornful Folly from her gaudy coach. 
At starving houseless Virtue points reproach ? 
Why Avarice is the great all-worship'd god ? 
Methinks some demon answers— « 'Tis the mode !" 

At this Corruption smiles with ghastly grin. 
Presaging triumphs to her mother. Sin ; 
Who as with baneful wings aloft she flies, 
" This falling land be mine '."—exulting cries ; 
Grim Tyranny attends her on her way. 
And frowns, and whets his sword, that thirsts to slay. 

* T6te de moaton, literally trtmlated. 
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Look from the fngid to the torrid sonei 
By custom all are led, by nature none. 
The hungry Tartar* rides upon hia meat. 
To cook the dainty flesh with buttock's heat : 
The Chinese complaisantly takes his bed 
^ith his big wife, and is with caudle fed. 
How would our tender British beauties shriek. 
To see slim beaux on bulls their lances break! 
Yet no Lucinda, in heroic Spain, , 

Admits a youth, but who his beast has slain. 
See, wondrous lands, where the fell victor brings, 
To his glad wives, the heads of slaughtered kings, 
The mangled heads!— o'er which they sing and 

laugh. 
And in dire banquets the warm life-blood quaff i 
Where youths thcirgrandsircs, age-bent, trembling, 

grey. 
Pitying tiieir weary weakness, kindly slay : 
Where sainted bruchmuiiH, Hick of life, retire. 
To die Hpontaneous on tlic spicy pyre ; 
Where (stranger still!) willi their wild dates con- 
tent. 
The simple swains no sighs for gold torment. 
IIow fondly partial arc our judgments grown, 
Wc deem all manners odious but our own ! 

C) teach mc, friend, to know wise Nature's rules, 
And laugh, like you, at Fashion's hood-winkM fools ; 
You, who to woods removM from modish sin. 
Despise the distant world's hoarse, busy din : 
As shepherds from high rocks hear far below, 
Ifcar unconcern'd loud torrents fiercely flow; 

• The following facti sre t«kcn from the •ccoiintt of difltrrnr 
eotnlnei. 

02 
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You, though mad miUions the mean taste upbraid. 

Who still lore Virtue, fair, forsaken maid ; 

As Bacchus charming Ariadne bore. 

By all abandon'd, from the lonesome shore. 



VERSES 

WRITTEN AT MONTAU BAN, 1750. 

Tarn, how delightful wind thy willow*d waves. 

But ah ! they fructify a land of slaves. 

In vain thy barefoot sun-burnt peasants hide 

With luscious grapes yon hill's romantic side ; 

No cups nectareous shall their toils repay, 

The priests*, the soldiers', and the farmers' prey. 

Vain glows this sun in cloudless glory dress'd. 

That strikes fresh vigour through the pining breast ; 

Give me, beneath a colder, changeful sky. 

My soul's best, only pleasure, Liberty ! 

What millions perish'd near thy moanful flood* 

When the red papal tyrant cried out — " Blood !" 

Less fierce the Saracen, and quiver'd Moor, 

That dash'd thy infants 'gainst the atones of yore. 

Be warn'd, ye nations round ; and trembling see 

Dire superstition quench humanity ! 

By all the chiefs in Freedom's battles lost ; 

By wise and virtuous Alfred's awful ghost ; 

By old Galgacus' scythed, iron car. 

That swifUy whirling through the walks of war, 

* Attuding to the persecutions of the Rrotettuiti, and the wan 
of the Saracens, curied on in the Soathern provinces of FMnoe. 
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DashM Roman blood, and cruah'd the foreign 

throngs ; 
By holy Druids' courage-breathing songs ; 
By fierce Bonduca's shield, and foanung steeds ; * 
By the bold peers that met on Tharoes's meads ; 
By the fifth Henry's helm, and lightning spear, 
O Liberty, my warm petition hear ; 
Be Albion still thy joy ! with her remain, 
Lojig as the surge shall lash her oak-crown'd plain ! 



THE REVEJSTGE OF AMERICA. 

Whew fierce Pizarro's legions flew 
O'er ravaged fields of rich Peru, 
Struck with his bleeding people's woes, 
Old India's awful Genius rose. 
IJ[e sat on Andes' topmost stone, 
An4 heard a thousand nations groan ; 
For grief his feathery crown he tore. 
To see huge Plata foam with gore ; 
He broke his arrows, stamp'd the ground. 
To view his cities smoking round. 
" What woes," he cried, " hath lust of gold 
O'er my poor country widely roll'd ; 
Plunderers proceed ! my bowels tear. 
But ye shall meet destruction there ; 
From the deep-vaulted mine shall rise 
The' insatiate fiend, pale Avarice, 
Whose steps shall trembling Justice fly, 
Peace, Order, Law, and Amity ! 



JM 
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Preys on her languid limbt, then kindly itab her 
IVith thine own hands, nor suffer her to linger 
like christian cowards, in a life of pain. 
I go ! great Copac beckons me : farewell ! • 
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THOMAS WARTON. 



Mr. THOMAS WARTON was descended from 
an ancient and honourable family of Bevcgly, in 
Yorkshire. His father was fellow of Mi^^en 
College, Oxford, poetry professor in that universi- 
ty, and afterwards vicar of Basingstoke, Hants, and 
Gobham, Surry : Thomas was bom at Basingstoke, 
in 1738, and from his earliest years disisovered a 
fondness for reading and a taste for poetry. In his 
ninth year, he sent to his sister the following trans- 
lation, from the Latin of Martial. 

IVhen bold Leinder lought hU distant Air, 
(Nor could the tea a brarer barthen bear) 
llius to the swelling waves he spoke hn woe, 
** Drown me on my retam— bat spare 4ne as I go." 

In March 1743, in his sixteenth year, he was ad- 
mitted a commoner of Trinity College, and soon 
after was elected a scholar. How much he was 
ever attached to that college, his writings, and a 
residence of forty-seven years, with very few in- 
tervals, sufficiently show. In 1745, he published 
five pastoral eclogues. About the same time, he 
sent one or two articles to Dodsley's Museum ; his 
next detached publication was. The Pleasures of 
Melancholy. On the appearance of Mason's Isis, 

Vol. XXXIV. X 
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reflecting on the loyalty of Oxford, which a fooliih 
riot among some students had brought into Qu^^ 
tion, Mr. Warton, encouraged by Dr. Huddemi^ 
the president of Trinity, published, in 1749» The 
Triumph of Isis, in whidi be retaliated on the aooi 
of Cam in no very courtly strains. The poem, how* 
ever, discovered beauties of a more unmixed kindf 
which pointed him out as a youth of great promMe. 
It is remarkable, that although* he omitted this 
piece in an edition of his poema^ printed in 1777, 
he restored it in that of 1779. This is said to have 
been done at Mason's suggestion, who was candid 
enough to own that it gpreatly excelled hia own 
elegy, both in poetical imagery and correct flow 
of versification. 

In 1750, Warton contributed a few small pieea 
to the Student, or Oxford and Cambridge Miscel- 
lany, then published by Newberry. Ainong these 
was the Progress of Discontent, which had been 
written in 1746, and was founded on a copy of La- 
tin verses, a weekly exercise, much applauded by 
Dr. Huddesford, and, at his desire, paraphrased into 
English verse. In this state Dr. Warton preferred 
it to any imitation of Swift he had ever seen. The 
talents of our author were now generally acknow- 
ledged, and, in 1747 and 1748, he held the office of 
poet laureate, conferred upon him according to an 
ancient practice in the common room of Trinity 
College. The duty of this office was to celebrate 
the lady chosen by the same authority, as the lady 
patroness, and Warton performed his task, on an 
appointed day, crowned with a wreath of laurel. 

In 1750, he took his master's degree, and in 1751 
succeeded to a fellowship. In this last year, he 
published his excellent satire, entitled Newmarket ; 
An Ode to Music, performed at the theatre ; and 
Verses on the death of Frederick prince of Wales, 
which he inserted in the Oxford collection, under 
the fictitious name of John Wetham. In 1753, ap- 
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peared at Edinburgh, The Union, or Select Scots 
and English Poems. M r.Warton was the editor of this 
small vohimc, in which he inserted his Triumph of 
Ins and other pieces, particularly the Ode on the 
Approach of Summer, and the pastoral in the man- 
lier of Spenser, which is said to have been written 
bj a gentleman formerly of the university of Aber- 
deen. Why he made use of such a deception, can- 
not now be discovered. 

About the year 1754^ he drew up, from the Bod- 
leian and Savilian statutes, a body of statutes for 
the Radcliffe library. In the same year, he pub- 
lished his Observations on the Faerie Queen of 
Spenser, in one volume octavo, but afterwards en- 
Isrged and published them in two volumes, 1762. By 
this work he not only established his character as 
an acute critic, but opened to the world at huv^f 
that new and important field of criticism and illus- 
tration which has since been so ably cultivated by 
Steevens, Malone, Reed, Todd, and other commen- 
tators on the ancient poets of Great Britain. 

Mr. Warton, who was now in hia« thirty-sixth 
year, had employed fully half that time in an un- 
wearied perusal of the old English poets, and sudh 
contemporary writers as could throw light on their 
obscurities. The observations on Spenser are evi- 
dently the result of much industry, and various 
heading, aided by a happy memory. 

In 1757, on the resignation of Bfr. Hawkins, of 
Pembroke College, our author was elected pro- 
fessor of poetry, which office, according to the 
usual practice, he held for ten years. His lectures 
were elegant and original. The translations from 
the Greek anthologies, now a part of his collected 
poems, were first introduced in them, and his Dis- 
sertatio de Poesi Bucolica Grxcorum, which he 
afterwards enlarged and prefixed to his edition of 
Theocritus, was alab part of the same course. Dur- 
ing the publication of the Idler, he sent to Ur. 
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Johnson, with whom lie had long been intimate, 
numbers 33, 93, and 96, of that paper. 

In 1760, he published, but without his name, A 
Description of the City, College, and Cathedral of 
Winchester, 12mo. In the same year (1760) he 
published a piece of exquisite humour, entitled, A 
Companion to the Guide, and a Guide to the Com- 
panion, being a complete Supplement to all the 
accounts of Oxford hitherto published. This past- 
ed through three editions in a yery short time. 

About the ^ear 1760 he wrote, for the Biogra- 
phia Britannica, the Life of Sir Thomas Pope, 
which he republished in 8vo. 1772, and again in 
1780, with very considerable additions and im- 
provements : and in 1761, he published the Life 
and Literary Remains of Dr. Bathurst. His next 
publication was the Oxford Sausage, or Select 
Pieces, written bv the most celebrated Wits of the 
University of Oxford. The preface and several of 
the poems are undoubtedly his, and the latter are 
authenticated by his adding them afterwards to his 
avowed productions. In 1766, he superintended 
an edition from the Clarendon press of Cephalus's 
Anthology, to which he prefixed a very curious 
learned preface. In this he announced liis edition 
of Theocritus, which made its appearance in two 
volumes 4to, 1770, a most correct and splendid, 
although not absolutely faultless, work, that ex- 
tended his fame to the continent. 

In 1774 he published the first volume of his 
History of English Poetry, the most important of 
all his works, and to the execution of whicli tho 
studies of his whole life appear to have been bent. 
How much it is to be regretted that he did not 
live to complete his plan, every student in ancient 
British literature must be deeply sensible. He 
intended to carry the history down to the com- 
mencement of the eighteenth centur}-. A second 
volume accordingly appeared in 1778, and u third 
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ill 1781, after which he probably rekxed from his 
pursuit, as at the period of his death, in 1790, 
a few sheets only of the fourth volume were 
printed, and no part left in a state for printine. 
His original intention was to comprise the whole 
in two or three volumes, but it is now evident, and 
he probably soon became aware, that five would 
have scarcely been sufficient, if he continued to 
wiite on the same scale, and to deviate occasion- 
ally into a notice of manners, laws, customs, &c. 
that had either a remote or an immediate connec- 
tion with his principal subjects. What his reasons 
were for discontinuing his labours cannot now be 
ascertained. It is certain that he wished the pub- 
lic to think that he was making his usual progress, 
for in 1785, when he published Milton's Juvenile 
Foemsb he announced the speedy publication of the 
fourUi volume of the history, of which from that 
time to his death ten sheets only were finished. 
His brother. Dr. Joseph, was long supposed to be 
engaged in . completing this fourth volume. In 
one of his letters, lately published by Mr. Wool, 
and dated 1792, he says, *< At any leisure I get 
burned in finishing the last volume of Mr. Warton's 
History of Poetry, which I have engaged to do ; 
for the booksellers are clamorous to have the book 
finished (though the ground I am to go over is so 
beaten) that it may be a complete work.** Yet on 
his death, in 1800, it did not appear that he had 
made any progress. 

In 1777, Mr. Warton published a collection of 
his poems, but omitting some which had appeared 
before : a second edition followed in 1778, a third 
in 1779, and a fourth in 1789. 

In 1781 he seems to have diverted his mind to 
a plan as arduous as his History of Poetry : He 
had been for some time making collections for a 
Parochial History, or, as it is more usually called, a 
Country History of Oxfordshire. As a specimen, he 

X2 
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printed a few copies of the History of the Parish 
of Kiddington, which were given to bis friends^ 
but in 17& an edition was offered to the public. 
Topography had long formed one of his faTourite 
stadies, and the acuteness with which he .had is- 
vestigated the progress df ancient architectun^ 
gave nim undoubtedly high claims to the honoon 
of an antiquary ; but as he stood pled^^ for die 
completion of his poetical history, it is to be ve- 
gretted that he should have beg^n, at this advanced 
period of life, to indulge the prospect of an under- 
taking which he never could complete. 

In 1782 he took an active part in the Chatterto- 
nian controversy, by publishing an Enquiry into 
the authenticity of the Poems attributed to 
Thomas Rowley. He had already introduced the 
question in^o his History, and now more decidedly 
gave his op-^uon that these poems were the fidm- 
cation of Chatterton. The same year, he pnb* 
lished his verses on Sir Joshua Reynolds's painted 
window in New College chapel. This produced 
a letter to him from Sir JosNia, in which, with a 
pardonable vanity, if it at alh deserve that appella- 
tion, he expresses a wish that his name had ap- 
peared in the verses. In a second edition, Warton 
complied with a wish so flattering to himself as it 
imphed the duration of his poetiy, and Rkthouis 
was substituted for the word Abtist. 

In this year also he was presented by his college 
to the donative of Hill Farrance in Someraetehire, 
and about the same time became a member of the 
literary Club, composed of those friends of Dr. 
Johnson whose conversation form so intereating a 
part of his life by Boswell. In 1785 he was ^osen 
Camden professor of history, on the resignation of 
Dr. (afterwards Sir William) Scott. By the letters 
added to Wool's life of his brother, we find'that 
our author was making interest for the profeaaor- 
ship of modem history in 1768, when Vivian was 
preferred. Warburton on this occasion sent him a 
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letter, oompltinentin^ him un the hemic manner in 
which h(* lM)re hiH chiinppointmcnt. and infbrminff 
htm, as a piece ofconitolution, that Vivian hacl an 
ulcer in liis hladder, which wan likely to prove 
fatal in a Hhort time !— Ah (*amilenr profeitor he de- 
livered an inaii|^iri4l lecture, ingcntuiii, learned 
and Aill of promme i but, myH h\n biompher, **ho 
miiftirod the rontrum to g^ruw cold wnile it wai in 
hia pomeMtoii." 

liie office of poet laureate wai accepted bv him 
thia vear, aa it waa ofVered at tlie expreaa deairo of 
the Kinji;, and he ftUed it with credit to himaclf and 
to the place. Whitehead, hia immi*diate prede- 
ceaaor, had the misfortune to aucceed Oihher, and 
could with difficulty make the public look aerioualy 
on the periodical luboura of tiie laureate i vet by 
pcraeverance he contrived to nratore *"me degree 
of respect to the office. Wurton auccc. d«d better, 
by varying the accuatomed modca of luldreaa, and 
by rocallinr the mind to gothic prrioda and anlendid 
eventa. lUie fucctiotia authora, iiidocd, of tlie Tro- 
btttionary Odea, (u act • f politicul antircH) took aomtr 
freedom with hia name, l)ui thc*y Hrcntrd to hv. 
aware that anotlicr (fibber would have auitcd their 

Iiurpoae better ; and Wurton, wlio poaHcaacd u 
argc aharo of humour, and a (|ui»k aenac of ridi- 
cule, waa not to be oircndcd brrauHC he had for 
once been **lhc occaaion of wit in other men." 

Ilia laat publiaitinn waa un edition of the Juvi*- 
nile Poenia of Milton, with notc-a, the object of 
which wua ** tu exnluin hia nutlior'a alluaiona, to 
illuatratc or to vindu^iitc liia bcuuticH, to fioint out 
hia imitationN, both of othora uud of hiniielf, to elu- 
cidate hia obaolete diction, and, l>y the mlductioii 
and juxtapoHition of parallola (i^lcanrd botli from 
hia poetry und proar, to uaccrtuin iiia favourites 
worda, and to aliow the peculiHritica of hia plu'uae. 
ology." The firut edition of thia work appeared in 
17U5, and the accond in 1791, a abort time after Iuh 
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death. It appears that he had prepared the altera- 
tions and additions for the press some time before. 
His intention was to extend his plan to a second 
volume, containing the Paradise Regained and 
Sampson Agonistes, and he left notei on both. 
He had the proof sheets of the first edition printed 
only on one side, which he carefully bound. The 
second edition of l^fdton was enriched by Dr. 
Charles Barney's learned remarks on the Greek 
verses, and by some observations on the other 
poems by Warburton, which were communicmted 
to the editor by Dr. Hurd. At the time of our au- 
thor's death, a new edition of his poems was also 
preparing for publication. 

His death was somewhat sudden. Until his sixty- 
second year, he enjoyed vigorous and uninterrupted 
4|iealth. On being seized with the gout, he went to 
Bath, from which he returned recovered, in his 
own opinion, but it was evident to his friends that 
his constitution had received a fatal sliock. On 
Thursday, May 20, 1790, he passed the evening in 
the common room, and was for some time more 
cheerful than usual. Between ten and eleven 
o'clock he was suddenly seized with a paralytic 
stroke, and expired next day about two o'clock. 
On the 27th his remains were interred in the anti- 
chapel of Trinity College, with the highest aca- 
demical honours : the ceremony being attended, 
not only by the members of his own College, but 
by the vice-chancellor, heads of houses, and proc- 
tors. His grave is marked by a plain inscription, 
which enumerates his productions, with his age, 
and the date of his death. 

Mr. Warton's personal character has been drawn 
at great length by Mr. Mant, in his Life of War- 
ton prefixed to an edition of his poems, publii^ed in 
1802 ; and it seems to have had no defects but such 
as are incident to men who have passed their days 
in retirement from polished life. In literary com 
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panjlie is said to have been rather silent, but tbis^ 
his surviving friends can recollect, was only where 
the company consisted for the inost part of stran- 
gers ; and a man who has a reputation to guard will 
not lightly enter into conversation before lie knows 
sometliing of those with whom he is to converse. 
In the company of his friends, among whom he 
could reckon the learned, the j^olite, and the ga^, 
no man was more communicative, more social m 
his habits and conversation, or descended more fre- 
quently from the grave interchange of sentiment 
to a mere play of wit. 

His temper was habitually calm ; his disposition 
gentle, friendly, and forgiving. His resentments, 
where he could be supposed to have any, were ex- 
pressed rather in the language of jocularity than 
an|^. Instances of Warton's tenderness of heart, 
affectionate regard for children, and general hu- 
manity, have been accumulated by all who knew 
him. Nor is this wonderful, for he knew nothing 
of one quality which ever keeps the heart shut. 
He had no avarice, no ambition to acquire the su- 
periority which wealth is supposed to confer. For 
many years he lived on his maintenance from col- 
lege, and from the profits of a small living, with the 
occasional fruits of his labour as a teacher, or as a 
writer. It cannot be doubted that, as he had been 
tutor to the son of the prime minister, (Lord 
North) and to the sons of other persons of i*ank, he 
might reasonably have expected hig-her prefer- 
ment. But it happens with preferment more gene- 
rally than the world suspects, that what is not 
asked is not given. 

Some amusing eccentricities of liis character are 
mentioned by Dr. Mant. The historian of English 
poetry would sometimes forget his own dignity so 
far as to drink ale, and smoke tobacco, with men 
of vulgar condition ; either wishing, as some have 
gravely alleged, to study undisguised and unlet- 
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tered hunuui nature, or, which is more probab 
enjoy a heartier laugh, and broader humour, 
can be found in polite society. He was aim 
sionately fond, not of critical, but of militai 
views, and delighted in martial muuc. The 
strei^th of association which made turn enjc 
sound of *^ the apirit'^Hrring drttnh" led him it 
constant and curious explorer of the architet 
monuments of chivalrous times ; and, durin 
summer excursions into the country, he a 
committed to paper the remarks which hi 
made on ancient buildings. During his visits 
brother, I>r. J. Warton, uie reverend profeaw 
came an sssociate and confidant in all the spc 
the school-boys. When engaged with tni 
some culinary occupation, and when alarmed 1 
sudden approach of the master, he has been! 
to hide himself in a dark corner of the kit 
and has been dragged from thence by the D 
who had taken him for some great boy. H 
used to help the boys in their exercises, gen 
putting in as many faults as would disguise t 
sistance. 

As a contributor to the literature of his coi 
few men stand higher than Warton. He Wf 
first who taught the true method of acquii 
taste for the excellencies of the ancient Ei 
poets, and of rescuing their writings from obs 
and oblivion. In this respect he is the fat 
the school of commentators, and if some ha 
certain instances, excelled their master, they 
to recollect to whom they are indebted for c 
ing them to the paths of research. Of War 
may be said as of Addisun, ** lie is now des 
by some who, periiaps, would never have se 
defects, but by the lights which he afforded tl 
His erudition was extensive, and his industry 
have been at one time incessant. The refei 
in his History of Poetry only, indicate a cou 
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various reading, collation, and transcription, to 
which the common life of man would seem insuffi- 
ci^nt. Many of the digressions that have been 
censured in his history, appear to have been studied, 
and the relief which his own mind demanded, he 
thought would not be unacceptable to his fellow- 
travellers. 

From his own copy of the first volume .of his 
Ifistoiy, and of his edition of Milton, it appears that 
he corrected with fa'ttidious care, and was ex- 
tremely anxious to render his style what we now 
find it, perspicuous, vigorous, and occasionally or- 
namental. His corrections, however, were often 
written in an indistinct hand, and this perhaps oc- 
ca^oned fresh errors, ;vhich he had not an oppor- 
tunity to rectify. He had not found out the secret, 
which appears to be yet a secret to most writers — 
the danger and inconvenience of sending unfinish- 
ed works to the press. This was not the practice 
of the most eminent British historians. Hume, 
Robertson, and Gibbon completed every line of 
their volumes before they began to print. 

His poetry, as well as that of his brother, has 
been tne occasion of some difference of opinion 
among the critics ; and the school of Warton, aff it 
is called, has not of late been always mentioned 
with the respect it deserves. Among the charac- 
teristics of our author's poetry, however, his style 
may be considered as manly and energetic, but 
seldom varied by the graces of simplicity. His 
habits of thought led him to commence all his 
poems in a style pompous and swelling : his ideas 
often ran on the imaginary days of gothic grandeur, 
and mighty achievement; and where such sub- 
jects were to be treated, as in his Triumph of Isis, 
and in his Laureate Odes, no man could* have 
clothed them in language more appropriate. 

The Triumph of Isis was written in his twen^- 
first year, and exhibits the same beauties and &^&» 
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which are to be found in his mature productiont. 
Among the faults, is a redundancy of epithet^ which 
is more frequently a proof of labour than of taste, 
in general, he seems to have taken Ifilton for his 
model, and throughout his poems we find expref'* 
sions borrowed from Milton, as he has proved that 
Milton borrowed from others. One piece onljy 
Newmarket, is an imitation of Pope, and is cer- 
tainly one of the finest satires in our language. In 
this he has not only adopted the versification of 
Pope, and emulated his wit and pointy but many of 
his lines are parodies on what he recollectea in 
Pope's Satires. This freedom of borrowing, how- 
ever, seems so generally allowed, that it can form 
no higher objection against Warton, than against 
Pope, Gray, and oth9rs of acknowledged emi- 
nence. 

The descriptive pieces of Warton, had he writ- 
ten nothing else, would have proved his claim to 
the title of a poet of original genius. Nothing can 
be more natural, just or delightful, than his pic- 
tures of rural life. The First of April, and the 
Approach of Summer, have seldom been rival- 
led, and cannot perhaps be excelled. The only 
objection which some critics have stated is, that his 
descriptions are not varied by reflection. He 
gives an exqi'isile landscape, but does not always 
express the feelings it creates. 

The Suicide, perhaps, deserves a yet higher clia- 
racter, rising to the sublime by gradations which 
speak to every imagination. It has indeed been 
objected that it is imperfect, and too allegorical. 
It appeals, however so forcibly to the heart, 
awakens so many important reflections, and con- 
tains so happy a mixture of terror and consolation, 
that it seems difficult to lay it down without un- 
mixed admiration. The Crusade and the Grave 
of Arthur, are likewise specimens of genuine poeti- 
cal taste, acting on materials that are difficult to 
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manage. Both in invention and execution, these 
odea may rank among the finest of their species 
in our language. 
^ Warton has afforded many proofs of an ezqui* 
site relish for humour, in his Panegyric on Omrd 
Ale, the Progress of Discontent, and other pieces 
claased under that denomination. His success in 
these productions leads once more to the remark^ 
that few men have combined so many qualities (^ 
mind, a taste for the sublime and the pathetic, the 
gay and humorous, the pursuits of the antiquary, 
the labours of research, and the play of imagination • 
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THE 

TRIUMPH OP ISIS, 

OCCASIONED BT 

ISIS, AJSr ELEGY. 1749. 



C^ttid mihi neicio quam, proprio com Tyhnde* Romtm 
Semper in ore geris ? Referunt li rem parentet, 
Ibnc QrbeiD insBDO nullus qui marte petivit* ^ 

Lstfttas viobs^e redit. Nee numiiui sedem 
Destitaant.^— CLAUDIAK. 



On closing flowers when genial g^es diffuse 
The fragrant tribute of refreshing dews. 
When chants the milk-maid at her balmy pul. 
And weary reapers whistle o'er the vale ; 
Charm'd by the murmurs of the quivering shade. 
O'er Isis* willow-fringed banks I stray'd ; 
And calmly musing through the twilight way. 
In pensive mood I fraro'd the done lay. 
IVhen lo ! from opening clouds a golden gleam 
Poured sudden splendours o'er the shadowy stream ; 
And from the wave arose it's guardian queen. 
Known by her sweeping stole of glossy green ; 
"While in the coral crown, that bound her brow. 
Was wove the delnhic laurel's verdant bough. 

As the smooth surface of the dimply flood 
The silver-slippePd virgin lightly trod ; 
From her loose hair the dropping dew she press'd, 
And thus mine ear in accents mild address'd : 
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** No more, my son, the rural reed employ. 
Nop triU the tinkling strain of empty joy ; 
No more thy love-resounding' sonnets suit 
To notes of pastoral pipe, or oaten flute. 
For hark ! high thron'd on yon majesfic w«]li» 
To the dear Muse afflicted Freedom calls : 
When Freedom calls, and Oxford bids thee ang. 
Why stays thy hand to strike the sounding atriog ? 
While thus in Freedom's, and in Phoebus' spite. 
The venal sons of slavish Cam unite ; 
To shake yon towers when Bfalice rears her cret^ 
Shall an my sons in silence idly rest ? [cante i 

^ Still sing, O Cam, your favourite Freedom's 
StiU boast of Freedom, while you breftk ber Uwf : 
To power your songs of gratulation pay. 
To courts address soft flattery's sendle lay. 
What though your gentle Mason's plaintire verse 
Has hung with sweetest wreaths Musseus* hesrse ; 
What though your vaunted bard's ingenuous wo^ 
Soft as my stream, in tuneful numbers flow ; 
Yet strove his Muse, by fame or envy led. 
To tear the laurels from a sister's head P — 
Misguided youth, with rude unclassic rage 
To blot the beauties of thy whiter page ! 
A rage that sullies e'en thy guiltless lays. 
And blasts the vernal bloom of half thy bays. 

" Let Granta* boast the patrons of her name. 
Each splendid fool 'of fortune and of fame : 
Still of preferment let her shine the queen. 
Prolific parent of each bowing dean : 
Be her's each prelate of the pamper'd cheek. 
Each courtly chaplain, sanctified and sleek : 

* Cambridge. The Sazoo name of the town was Grantam 
Bridge, or Oiania Bridge. 
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Still let the drones of her ezhaustleM hive 
On rich pluralities supinely thrive : 
Still let her senates titled slaves revere. 
Nor dare to know the patriot from the peer ; 
No longer charmM by Virtue's lofty song^, 
Once heard sagfe Milton's manly tones amongy 
Where Cam, meandering^ through the matted reeds. 
With loitering^ wave his gproves of laurel feeds. 
'Tis ours, my son, to deal the sacred bay, 
Where Honour calls, and Justice points the way ; 
To wear the well eam'd wreath that merit brings. 
And snatch a gift beyond the reach of kings. 
Scorning and scom'd>by courts, yon Muse's bower 
Still nor enjoys, nor seeks, the smile of power. 
Though wakeful Vengeance watch my crystal spring, 
Thougfh Persecution wave her iron wing, 
And, o'er yon spiry temples as she flies, 
* These destin'd seats be mine,' exulting cries ; , 
Fortune's fair smiles on Isis still attend : 
And, as the dews of g^racious Heaven descend 
Unask'd, unseen, in still but copious showers^ 
Her stores on me spontaneous Bounty pours. 
See, Science walks with recent chaplets crown'd ; 
With Fancy's strain my fairy shades resound ; 
My Muse divine still keeps her 'custom'd state. 
The mien erect, and high majestic gait : 
Green, as of old, each oliv'd portal smiles. 
And still the Graces build my Grecian piles : 
My gothic spires in ancient glory rise. 
And dare with wonted pride to rush into the skies. 

'< Rv'n late, when Radcliffe's delegated train 
Auspicious shone in Isis' happy plun ;* 

* The lUdclUTe Libnry was dedicated on die Uth of April, 
1749, Um sNne yesr in which this poem was written. 

Y2 
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When yon proud dome, fklr Lfcamtngf's amplest 
Beneath its Attic rooft receiv*d the Nine ; [shrine ;. 
Was Rapture mute, or ceas'd the ghid acclaim. 
To Radcliffe due, and Isis' honoured name ? 
What free-born crowds adom'd the festive day» 
Nor blush'd to wear my tributary bay ! 
How each brave breast with honest ardours heaT*d» 
When Sheldon'lB fane* the patriot band recetv'd i 
While, as we loudly hailM the chosen lew» 
Rome's awful senate rush'd upon the y\ew I 

** O may the day in latest annals shine* 
That made a Beaufort and a Hariey mine : 
That bade them leave the loftier scene awhile^ 
The pomp of guiltless state, the patriot toil. 
For bleeding Albion's aid the sage design. 
To hold short dalliance with the tunefbl Nine. 
Then Music left her silver sphere on high. 
And bore each strain of triumph from the sky; 
SwelPd the loud song, and to my chiefs 'around 
Pour'd the fiill pseans of mellifluous sound. 
My naiads blythe the dying accents caught. 
And listening danc'd beneath their peariy grot : 
In gentler eddies play'd my conscious wave. 
And all my reeds their softest whispers gave ; 
Each lay with brighter green adorn'd my bowers. 
And breath'd a freslier fragrance on my flowers. 

** But, lo ! at once the pealing concerts cease. 
And crowded theatres are hush'd in peace. 
See, on yon sag^e how all attentive stand. 
To catch his darting eye, and waving hand. 
Hark ! he begins, with all a TuUy's art. 
To pour the dictates of a Gate's heart • 

* Ths tkwtre) Mh bgr Ab^ SheUoa alMit 1670. 
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Skilled to pronounce %hat noblest thoughts inspire, 
He blends the speaker's with the patriot's lire ; 
Bold to conceive, nor timorous to conceal, 
What Britons dare to think, he dares to tell. 
'Tis his alike iht ear and eye to cham. 
To win with action, and With sense to warm } 
Untaught in flowery periods to dispense 
The lidling sounds of sweet impertinence : 
In frowns or smiles he gains an equal prise. 
Nor meanlj fears to fall, nor creeps to rise ; 
Bids happier days to Albion be restored. 
Bids ancient Justice rear her radiant sword i 
From mej as from my country, claims applause, 
And makes an Oxford's a Britannia's cause. 

** While arms like these my sleadikst sages wield, 
While mine is Trutli's impenetrable shield ; 
Say, shall the puny champion fbndly dare 
To wage, with force like this, scholastic war ? 
Still Tsinly scribble on, with pert pretence. 
With all the rage of pedant impotence ? 
Say, shall I foster this domestic pest. 
This parricide, that wounds a mother's breast ? 

" Thus in some gallant ship, that long has bore 
Britain's victorious cross fVom shore to shore. 
By chante, beneath her close set[uester'd cells. 
Some low-bom worm, a lurking mischief dwells ; 
Eats his blind way, and saps with secret guile 
The deep foundations of the floating pile : 
In vain the forest lent its stateliest pride, 
Rear'd her tall mast, and fram'd her knotty side; 
The martial thunder's ragei^n vain she stood. 
With every conflict of the stormy flood; 
More sure the reptile's little arts devour, 
'I'han wars, olr waves, of Eurtis' wintry power. 
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** Ye fretted pinnadei, ye &nes subliB&e, 
Te towen that wear the moasy vest of time ; 
Ye noMMy piles of old munificence. 
At once the pride of learning and defence { 
Ye cloisters pale, that, lengthening to the Agfa^ 
To contemplation, step by step invite i 
Ye higluajrch'd walks» where eft the whiipea^eleai 
Of harps unseen have swept the poet's eyri 
Ye temples dim, where pious duty pays 
Her holy hymns of ever-echoing praise i .. 
Lo ! your lov'd Isis,!ffom the bordering vale^ 
With all a mother's fondness, bids you hail 1<— 
Hail, Oxford, hail t of all that'a good and gre«^ 
Of all that's lair, the guardian and the seats 
Nurse of each brave pursuit, each generous aim. 
By truth exslted to the throne of &me ! 
like Greece in science and in liberty. 
As Athens leam'd, as Lacedemon free 1 

*' Ev'n now, confess'd to my adoring eyes. 
In awful ranks thy gifted sons arise. 
Tuning to knighUy tale his British reed% 
Thy genuine bards immortal Chaucer leads : 
His hoary head o'erlooks the gazing quire. 
And beams on all around celestial fire. 
With graceful step see Addison advance. 
The sweetest child of Attic elegance : 
See Chillingworth the depths of doubt explore, 
And Selden ope the rolls of ancient lore : 
To all but his belov'd embrace denied. 
See Locke lead Reason, his majestic bride : 
See Hammond pierce Religion's golden mine. 
And spread the treasur'd stores of truth divine. 

" All who to Albion gave the arts of peace. 
And best the labours plann'd of lettcr'd ease : 
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Who taught with tnith, or with pentianon mov'd ; 
Who soothM with numben, or with lense impvoy'd ; 
Who ranged the powers of reMon» or refin'd. 
All that adom'd or humanized the mind ; 
Each priest of health, that mix'd the bahny bowls 
To rear frail man, and stay the fleeting sodl ; 
AD cmwd around, and echoing to the sky, 
* Hail, Oxford, hul,' with filial transport cry. 

** And see yon sapient train ! with liberal urn, 
Twas theirs new plans of liberty to frame ; 
And on the gothic gloom of slaTitii sway 
To shed the dawn of intellectual day. 
With nuM debate each muung feature glows. 
And weH weigh'd counsels mark their meamng 
' Lo ! these the leaders of thy patriot fine ;' [brows. 
A Raleigh, Hampden, and a Somers shine. 
These from thy source the bold contagion caiighl» 
Their future sons the great example taught : 
While in each youth the' hereditary flame 
Still blazes, unextinguished and the same ! 

** Nor all the tasks of thoughtful peace engage, 
'Tis thine to iform the hero as the sage. 
I see the teble-suited Prince advance 
With lilies crown'd, the spoils of bleeding France, 
Edward !* The Muses, in yon cloistered shade. 
Bound on bis maiden thigh the martial blade ; 
Bade him the steel for British freedom draw. 
And Oxford taught the deeds that Cressy saw. 

'< And see, g^eat Father of the sacred band. 
The Patriot Kingf before me seems to stand. 

* Edward, the Black Prince, was a membei|of Qaeen'i College, 
t Alfred : to whom tradition afcribet the foondatioD of tha 
oniYenity of Oxford. 
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He by the bloom of this gay vale begfuilM, 
That cheered with lively g^en the shaggy wild» 
Hither of yore, forlorn, forgotten maid, 
The Muse in prattUng infancy convey'd ; 
From Vandal rag^ the helpless yirgin bore. 
And fix'd her cradle on my friendly shore : 
Soon grew the maid beneath his fostering hand* 
Soon streamed her blessings o'er the' enHgfaten'd 

land. 
Though simple was the dome where first to dwell 
She deign'd, and rude her early Saxon cell, 
Lo ! now she holds her state in sculptur'd bower% 
And proudly lifts to Heaven her hundred towen. 
Twas Alfred first, with letters and with Imwa^ 
Adom'd, as he advanced, his country's cauie : 
He bade relent tfce Briton's stubborn soul. 
And sooth'd to soft society's control 
A rough untutor'd age. Witli raptur'd eye. 
Elate he views his laurell'd progeny : 
Serene he smiles to find, that not in vain 
He form'd the rudiments of learning's reig^ : 
Himself he marks in each ingenuous breast. 
With all the founder in the race exprest : 
Conscious he sees fair Freedom still survive 
In yon bright domes, ill-fated fug^itive ! 
(Glorious, as when the goddess pour'd the beam 
Unsullied on his ancient diadem ;) 
Well pleas'd, that at his own Pierian springs 
She rests her weary feel, and plumes her wings ; 
That here at last she takes her destin'd stand. 
Here deigns to linger, ere she leave the land." 
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OV THE DEATH Ot 

FREDERIC PRIJ^CE OF WALES. 1751. 

O FOB the warblings of the doric ote, [tide ! 
That wept the youth deep vhelm'd in ocean's 
Or Mulla's muse, who chang'd her magic note 
To chant how dear the laureU'd Sidney died ! 
Then should my woes in worthy strain be sung. 
And with due cypress crown thy hearse, O Frede- 
ric! hung. 

But though my novice hands are all too weak 
To grasp the sounding pipe, my voice unskill'd 
The tuneful phrase of poesy to speak. 
Uncouth the cadence of my carols wild ; 
A nation's tears shall teach my song to trace 
The Prince that deck'd his crown with every milder 
grace. 

How well he knew to turn from flattery's shrine, 
To drop the sweeping pall of sceptred pride ; 
Led by calm thought to paths of eglantine. 
And rural walks on Isis' tufted side ; 
To rove at large amid the landscapes still, [hill ! 
Where Contemplation sate on Clifden'4*beech-clad 

How, lock'd in pure affection's golden band. 
Through sacred wedlock's unambitious ways. 
With even step he walk'd, and constant hand. 
His temples binding with domestic bays : 
Rare pattern of the chaste connubial knot. 
Firm in a palace kept, as in the clay-built cot ! 
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How with cdsceming choicer, to nature tnie» 
He cropp'd the simple flowers, or violet. 
Or crocus bud, that with ambrosial hae 
The banks of mlver Helicon beset : 
Nor seldom wak'd the Muse's living lyre [qniie! 
To sounds that caU'd around Aonia's B tfcnra g 

How to the few with sparks ethereal ator'dt 
He never barr'd his castle's genial gate, [boaidi 
But bade sweet Thomson share the MtaiSIf 
Soothing with verse divine the toil of state I 
Hence fir'd, the Bard forsook the floweiy plabi 
And deck'd the regal masque, and tried the tragic 
stndn. 
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JTZATG GEORGE THE SECOJ^J), 

TO m. SBCBXTUIT PITT.* 1761. 

So stream the sorrows that embalm the brave. 
The tears that Science sheds on Glory's grave ! 
So pure the vows which classic duty i>ays. 
To bless another Brunswick's riang rays ! 

O Pitt ! if chosen strains have power to steal 
Thy watchful breast awhile from Britain's weal ; 
If votive verse from sacred Isis sent 
Might hope to charm thy manly mind, intent 
On patriot plans, which ancient freedom drew. 
Awhile with fond attention deign to view 

•AAennidsEaclofClMtluuB. Tbkand tbe two fcllowii« 
poems don the coUeetkiD of Oxford Venetoo their wi pc e tiT e 
I ; aai won wrinm while the Anchor vat Fotciy Flo* 



Ojr TBB DEATH 01 OSOBeB II. 265 

This ample wreath, which aU the' assembled Nine 
With skill united have conspir'd to twine. 

Yes, g^ide and guardian of thy country's cause ! 
Thy conscious heart shall hail with just applause 
The duteous Muse, whose haate officious brings 
Her blameless offering to the shrine of kings : 
Thy tongue, well tutor'd in historic lore, 
Can speak her office and her use of yore : 
For such the tpbute of ingenuous praise 
Her harp dispensed in Grecians golden days; 
Such were the palms, in isles of old renown. 
She cull'd, to deck the guiltless monarch's crown ; 
When virtuous Pindar told, with Tuscan gxire 
How sceptred Hiero* stain'd Sicilia's shore. 
Or to mild Tlieron'sf raptur'd eye disclos'd 
Bright vales, where spirits of the brave repos'd : v 
Yet still beneath the throne, unbrib'd, she sate. 
The decent handmaid, not the slave of state ; 
Pleas'd in the radiance of the regal name 
To blend the lustre of her country's fame : 
For, taught like ours, she dar'd, with prudent pride, 
Obedience from dependence to divide : 
Though princes claim'd her tributary lays. 
With truth severe she temper'd partial praise ; 
Conscious she kept her native dignity. 
Bold as her flights, and as her numbers free. 

And sure if e'er the Muse iudulg'd her strains. 
With just regard to grace heroic reigns, 

* Hiero was Tyrant of Syracuse, about 500 years before 
Christ. His Tictories at the txrecian games are the subjects of 
the 1st Olympic, and the Isr, 2d, and 3d Pythian Odes of Pindar. 

t Thefon was Tyrant of Agrigentnm ; his Tictories are cele- 
brated m the 2d and 3d Olympic Odes. 

Vol. XXXIV. Z 



266 OK THB DEATH OF OEOEeS U. 

Where could her glance a theme of triumph own 
So dear to fame — as George.'s trophied throne ? 
At whose firm base, thy steadfast soul aspires 
To wake a mighty nation's ancient fires : 
Aspires to 'baffle Faction's specious claim. 
Rouse England's rage, and g^ve her thunder aim. 
Once more the main her conquering banners sweep. 
Again her commerce darkens all the deep. 
Thy fix'd resolve renews each firm decree 
That made, that kept of yore, thy country free. 
Call'd by thy voice, nor deaf to war's alarms. 
Its willing youth the rural empire arms : 
Again the lords of Albion's cultur'd plains 
March the firm leaders of their faithful swains ; 
As erst stout archers, from the farm or fold, 
Flam'd in the van of many a baron bold. 

Nor thine the pomp of indolent debate. 
The war of words, the sophistries of state ; 
Nor frigid caution checks thy free design. 
Nor stops thy stream of eloquence divine : 
For thine the privilege, on few bestow'd. 
To feel, to think, to speak, for pubUc good. 
In vain Corruption calls her venal tribes ; 
One common cause, one common end prescribes ; 
Nor fear nor fruad, or spares or screens the foe. 
But spirit prompts, and valour strikes, the blow. 

O Pitt ! while honour points thy liberal plan. 
And o'er the minister exalts the man, 
Isis congenial greets thy faithful sway. 
Nor scorns to bid a statesman g^ce her lay. 
For 'tis not hers, by false connexions drawn. 
At splendid Slavery's sordid shrine to fawn s 
Each native effort of the feeling breast. 
To friends, to foes, in equal fear, supprest : 
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'Tis not for her to purchase or pursue 
The phantom favours of the cringing crew. 
More useful toils her studipus hours engage, 
And &irer lessons fill her spotless page. 
Beneath ambition, but above disgrace. 
With noble arts she forms the rising race. 
With happier tasks, and less refin'd pretence, 
In elder times, she woo'd Munificence 
To rear her arched roofs in regal guise. 
And lift her temples nearer to the skies ; 
Princes and prelates stretch'd the social hand. 
To form, diffuse, and fix her high command : 
From kings she claim'd^yet scorn'd to seek the prize; 
From kings, like George, benignant, just, and wise ! 

Lo, this her genuine lore. — Nor thou refuse 
This humble present of no partial Muse, 
From that calm bower,* which nurs'd thy thoughtful 

youth 
In the pure precepts of Athenian truth ; 
Where first the form of British Liberty 
Beam'd in full radiance on thy musing eye ; 
That form, whose mien sublime, with equal awe. 
In the same shade unblemished Somers saw : 
Where once (for well she lov'd the friendly grove 
Which every classic grace had learn'd to rove) 
Her whispers wak'd sage Harrington, to feign 
The blessings of her visionary reign ; 
That reign, which now no more, an empty theme, 
Adorns Philosophy's ideal dream, 
But crowns at last, beneath a Greorge's smile. 
In full reality, this favoured isle. 

* Trhuty-College, Oxford : in which also Lord Somen, and 
Jamet Harrington, author of the Oeeana, were educated. W. 
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TO IIKR MAJKHTT. 

Wnkw fmt the kiiiffdom to thy virtues diM» 
Itiynr f mrri the: billowy deep in disUtit view \ 
When Albion*ii Ulc, old Ocean'N pecrlcM priilcy 
Towcr'd ill imperial Htatv above the tide i 
What bripfht iclcuii of thf: new dofimiit 
Porm'd tiie fair proupcct of thy promii*d reifn ! 

And well with cotiiciouit joy thy breaat miffbtbitt, 
That Albion wan rinlain'd thy regal aett: 
Lo ! this thu land, where Frcedoifi'a nacred rage 
lfa« iflowM untam'd througli many a martial age. 
Here patriot Alfred, Ntain'd with Daniah blood, 
lirurM on one bute Ihcr kiiif{:'H, the people'* good: 
Ilcrrc llnnry'ii archers fnuii'd the Htubborn bow, 
'I'hui laid Alan/oti*K haiif^lity helmet low { 
fltrrr wnkM the flamr, that Ntill wipcrrior bravca 
'I'lin prcftideiii thrcutM of GnurK ambitioiiti vlavea: 
ficrcr Chivalry, ntctrn im:Ii(K>1 of valour old, 
llrr noblf-nt frntN of kni((iitly fame enroll'd ; 
llfroir. chairipioiiN ntiig-hi the clarion's <!all. 
And throiif^M the: fruHt in Kdward'n bauncrM liall: 
While: chiffH, jikr* (ifoi'f^c;, upprovM in worth alone, 
lliil(K!k'd r.hantr bcatity'N uduniuntine xonc. 
l.o< th«: fumM iNlr, which huiU thy choiien Nway, 
What frrlihr ficIdH lirr tcmperatf: Munti di«play ! 
Wlirnj I'ropirriy wvMrf.n the conneioiifi Nwain, 
And ^/^iiardN, utiih* I'lrnty ^ivm, the- f{old<;n ffraifi: 
ll«-iir«: with rip«; '»tor<TH Iht villuf^eN abound, 
ll^^ airy down*i with iM:kttrrM ftlieep reMiund; 
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l^esh are her pastures with unceasing* rills. 

And future navies crown her darksome hijls. 

To bear her formidable glory far. 

Behold her opulence of hoarded war ! 

See, from her ports a thousand banners stream ; 

On every coast her vengeful lightnings gleam ! 

Meantime, remote from Ruin's armed hand. 

In peaceful majesty her cities stand ; 

lYbose splendid domes, and busy streets, declare. 

Their firmest fort, a king's parental care. 

And O ! blest Queen, if e'er the magic powers 
Of warbled truth have won thy musing hours; 
Here Poesy, from awful days of yore. 
Has pour'd her genuine gifts of raptur'd lore. 
Mid oaken bowers, with holy verdure wreath'd. 
In druid song^ her solemn spirit breath'd: 
While cunning bards at ancient banquets sung 
Of paynim foes defied, and trophies hung. 
Here Spenser tun'd his mystic minstrelsy. 
And dress'd in fairy rpbes a Queen like thee. 
Here, boldly mark'd with every Hving hue, 
Nature's unbounded portrait Shakspeare drew : 
But chief, the dreadful group of human woes 
The daring artist's tragil pencil chose ; 
Explor'd the pangs that rend the royal breast. 
Those wounds that lurk beneath tlie tissued vest ! 
L.o! this the land, whence Milton's muse of fire 
High soar'd,to steal from Heaven a seraph's lyre ; 
And told the golden ties of wedded love 
In sacred Eden's amaranthine grove. 

Thine too, majestic Bride, the favour'd clipe, 
"Where Science sits enshrin'd in roofs sublime. 
O mark, how green her wood of ancient bays 
O'er Uis' marge in many a chaplet strays ! 

Z2 
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Thither, if haply some distinguish'd flower 
Of these mix'd blooms, from that ambrosial bower. 
Might catch thy glance, and rich in Nature's hue. 
Entwine thy diadem with honour due ; 
If seemly g^fts the train of Phoebus pay. 
To deck imperial Hymen's festive day ; 
Thither thyself shall haste, and mildly deign 
To tread with nymph-like step the conscious plain; 
Pleas'd in the muse's nook, with decent pride. 
To throw the sceptred pall of state aside : 
Nor from the shade shall George be long away. 
That cliums Charlotta's love, and courts her stay. 
These are Britannia's praises. Deign to trace 
With rapt reflection Freedom's favourite race ! 
But though the generous isle, in arts and arms. 
Thus stand supreme, in nature's choicest charms; 
Though George and Conquest guard her sea-girt 

throne, 
One happier blessing still she calls her own ; 
And, proud to cull the fairest wreath of Fame, 
Crowns her chief honours with a Charlotte's name. 



ON THE BIRTH OF 

THE PJiljYCE OF W^LES, 

(written AFTKIl THE INSTALLATION AT WIKSSOB 

IN 1762.) ' 

Imperial dome of Edward, wise and brave ! 
Where warlike Honour's brightest banners wave • 
At whose proud tilts, unmatcli'd for hardy deeds,' 
Heroic kings have frown'd on barbed steeds : 
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Though now no more thj crested chiefs advance 
In arm'd array, nor grasp the glittering lance ; 
Though Knighthood boasts tlie martial pomp no 
That g^ac'd its gorgeous festivals of yore ; [more. 
Say, conscious dome, if e'er thy martiall'd knights 
So nobly decked their old majestic rites, 
As when, high thron'd amid thy trophied shrine, 
George shone the leader of the gartcr'd line ? 

Yet future triumphs, Windsor, still remain ; 
Still may thy bowers receive as brave a train : 
For lo ! to Britain and her favoured pair. 
Heaven's high command has sent a sacred heir 1 
Him the bold pattern of his patriot sire 
Shall fill with early fame's immortal fire : 
In life's fresh spring, ere buds the promis'd prime. 
His thoughts shall moant to virtue's meed sublime : 
The patriot sire shall catch, with sure presage. 
Each liberal omen of his opening age ; 
Then to thy courts shall lead, with conscious joy. 
In strif>ling beauty's bloom, the princely boy; 
There firmly wreathe the braid of heavenly die. 
True valour's badge, around his tender thigh. 

Meantime, thy royal piles that rise elate 
With many an antique tower, in massy state. 
In the young champion's musing mind shall ridse 
Vast images of Albion's elder days. 
"While, as around his eager glance explores 
Thy chambers, rough with war's constructed stores. 
Rude helms, and bruised shields, barbaric spoils 
Of ancient chivalry's undaunted toils ; 
Amid the dusky trappings, hung on high. 
Young Edward's sable mail shall strike his eye ; 
Shall fire the youth, to crown his riper years 
With rival Cressys, and a new Poitiers ; 



272 OK THE BIBTH OF THX PKIKCI. 

On the same wall, the same triumphal base. 
His own victorious monuments to place. 

Nor can a fairer kindred title move 
His emulative age to glory's love 
Than Edward, laureate prince. In lettered truth, 
Oxford, sage mother, schooPd his studious youth : 
Her simple institutes, and rigid lore. 
The royal nursling unreluctant bore ; 
Nor shun'd, at pensive eve, with lonesome pace. 
The cloister's moonlight-chequer'd floor to trace ; 
Nor scorn'd to mark the sun, at matins due. 
Stream through the storied window's holy hue. 

And O, young prince ! be thine his moral pruse ; 
Nor seek in fields of blood his warrior bays. 
War has its charms terrific. Far and wide 
When stands the' embattled host in bannered pride ; 
O'er the vest plain when the shrill clangors run^ 
And the long phalanx flashes in the sun ; 
When now no dangers of the deathful day 
Mar the bright scene, nor break the firm array ; 
Full oft, too rashly glows with fond delight 
The youthful breast, and asks the future fight ; 
Nor knows that Horror's form, a spectre wan. 
Stalks, yet unseen, along the gleamy van. 

May no such rage be thine : no dazzling ray 
Of specious fame thy steadfast feet betray. 
Be thine domestic glory's radiant calm, 
Be thine the sceptre wreath'd with many a palm ! 
Be thine the throne with peaceful emblems hung. 
The silver lyre to milder conquests strung. 

Instead of glorious feats achiev'd in arms. 
Bid rising arts display their mimic charms ! 
Just to thy country's fame, in tranquil day^ 
Record the past, and rouse to future praise : 



ON SIR J. BSTirOLBS' PAUTTSB WIIIVOW. 2/3 

Before the public eye, in breathing brass. 
Bid thy fam'd father's mighty triumphs pass : 
Swell the broad arch with haughty Cuba's fall. 
And clothe with Minden's plain the' historic hall. 

Then mourn not, Edward's dome, thine ancient 
Thy tournaments, and listed combats lost ! [boast. 
From Arthur's board, no more, proud castle, mourn 
Adventurous Valour's gothic trophies torn ! 
Those elfin charms, that held in magic night 
[ts elder fame, and dirom'd its genuine light. 
At length dissolve in Truth's meridian ray. 
And the bright order bursts to perfect day : 
The mystic round, begirt with bolder peers. 
On Virtue's base its rescued glory rears ; 
Sees Civil Prowess mightier acts achieve. 
Sees meek Humanity distress relieve ; 
Adopts the Worth thai bids the conflict cease, 
And claims its honours from the Chiefs of Peace. 



v 
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SIR JOSHUA REYJ^OLDS' PAIJ^TEB 

WIJ^DOW, 

JLT KEW COLLEGE, OXFORD. 1782. 

"Ah, stay thy treacherous hand, forbear to trace 
Those faultless forms of elegance and grace ! 
Ah, cease to spread the bright transparent mass. 
With Titian's pencil, o'er the speaking glass ! 
Nor steal, by strokes of art with trutli combin'd, 
The fond illusions of my wayward mind : 
For long, enamour'd of a barbarous age, 
A faithless truant to the classic page> 
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Long have I lov^d to catch the simple chime 
Of minstrel harps, and spell the fabling rhyme ; 
To view the festive rites, the knightly play. 
That deck'd heroic Albion's elder day ; 
To mark the mouldering halls of barons bold. 
And the rough castle, cast in giant mould ; 
With gothic manners gothic ana explore. 
And muse on the magnificence of > ore. 

" But chief, enraptur'd have I lov'd to roam, 
A lingering votary, the vaulted dome. 
Where the tall shafts that mount in massy pride. 
Their mingling branches shoot from side to ade; 
Where elfin sculptors with fantastic dew. 
O'er the long roof their wild embroidery drew ; 
Where Superstition with capricious hand 
In many a maze the wreathed window plann'd. 
With hues romantic ting'd the gorgeous pane. 
To fill with holy light the wondrous fane ; 
To aid the builder's model, richly rude, 
By no Vitruvian syiumelry subdued; 
To suit the genius ot the mystic pile : 
Whilst as around the far-retiring aisle. 
And fretted shrines, wiih hoary trophies hung. 
Her dark illumination wide she flung, 
With new solenmity, the nooks profound. 
The caves of death, and the dim arches frown'd. 
From bliss long felt un^^ilIingly we part : 
Ah, spare the weakness of a lover's heart ! 
Chase not the ])hai)toms of my fairy dream. 
Phantoms that shrink at Reason's painful gleam ! 
That softer touch, insidious artist, stay. 
Nor to new joys n»y struggling breast betray !" 

Such was a prnsive bard's mistaken strain. 
Hut, oh, of ravisliM pleasures why complain ? 
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No more the matchless skill I call unkind. 
That strives to disenchant my cheated mind, 
For when ag^n I view thy chaste design. 
The just proportion, and the genuine line ; 
Those native portraitures of Attic art. 
That from the lucid surface seem to start ; 
Those tints, that steal no glories from the day. 
Nor ask the sun to lend his streaming ray : 
The doubtful radiance of contending dyes, 
' That faintly mingle, yet distinctly rise ; 
*T\inxt light and shade the transitory strife ; 
The feature blooming with immortal life : 
The stole in casual foldings taught to How, 
Not with ambitious ornaments to glow ; 
The tread majestic, and the beaming eye. 
That lifted, speaks its commerce with the sky ; 
Heaven's golden emanation, gleaming mild 
O'er the mean cradle of the Virgin's child : 
Sudden, the sombrous imagery is fled, 
"Which late my visionary rapture fed : 
Thy powerful hand has broke the gothic chain. 
And brought my bosom back to truth again ; 
To truth, by no peculiar taste confin'd, 
"Whose universal pattern strikes mankind ; 
To truth, whose bold and unresisted aim 
Checks frail caprice, and fashion's fickle claim ; 
To •truth, whose charms deception's magic quell. 
And bind coy Fancy in a stronger spell. 

Ye brawny Prophets, that in robes so rich, 
At distance due, possess the crisped niche ; 
Ye rows of Patriarchs, that sublimely rear'd 
DiflTuse a proud primeval length of beard : 
Ye Saints, who, clad in crimson's bright array -» 
More pride than humble poverty display : 
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Ye Virgins meek, that wear the palmy crown 

Of patient faith, and yet so fiercely frown : 

Ye Angels, that from clouds of gold recline. 

But boast no semblance to a race divine : 

Ye Tragic Tales of legendary lore. 

That draw devotion's ready tear no more ; 

Ye martyrdoms of unenlightened days. 

Ye miracles, that now no wonder raise : 

Shapes, that with one broad glare the gazer strikej 

Kings, Bishops, Nuns, Apostles, all alike ! 

Ye colours, that the' unwary sight amaze. 

And only dazzle in the noontide blaze ! 

No more the sacred window's round disgrace. 

But }rield to Grecian groups the shining apace. 

I<o, from the canvass Beauty shifts her throne, 

I^, Picture's powers a new formation own ! 

Behold, she prints upon the crystal plain. 

With her own energy, the' expressive stain I 

The mighty master spreads his mimic toil 

More wide, nor only blends the breathing oil ; 

But calls the lineaments of life complete 

From genial alchymy's creative heat ; 

Obedient forms to the bright fusion g^ves. 

While in the warm enamel Nature lives. 

Reynolds, 'tis thine, from the broad window's 
height. 
To add new lustre to religious light : 
Not of its pomp to strip this ancient shrine. 
But bid that pomp with purer radiance shine : 
With arts unknown before, to reconcile 
The willing Graces to the gothic pile. 
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WRITTEir NEAR STBATFORD ITFOK ATOS*. 

Atow ! thy rural views, thy pastures wild. 
The willows that o'erhang thy twilight edge. 
Their boughs entangling with the' embattled sedge ; 
Thy brink with watery foliage qusdntly fringed. 
Thy surface with reflected verdure ting'd ; 
Sooth me with many a pensive pleasure mild. 
But while I muse, that here the bard divine. 
Whose sacred dust yon high-arch'd aisles inclos^, 
Where the tall windows rise in stately rows 
Above the' embowering shade. 
Here first, at Fancy's ftdry-circled shrine. 
Of daisies pied his infant offering made ; 
Here playful yet, in stripling years unripe, 
Fram'd of thy reeds a shrill and artless pipe : 
Sudden thy beauties, Avon, all are fled. 
As at the waving of some magic wand ; 
An holy trance my charmed spirit wings. 
And awful shapes of warriors and of kings 
People the busy mead. 
Like spectres swarming to the wizard's hall ; 
And slowly pace, and point with trembling hand 
The wounds ill cover'd by the purple pall. 
Before me Pity seems to stand, 
A weeping mourner, smote with anguish sore, 
To see Misfortune rend in frantic mood 
His robe, with regal woes embroider'd o'er. 
Pale Terror leads the visionary band. 
And sternly shakes his sceptre, dropping blood. 
Vol. XXXIV. A a 
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PLEAStTRES OF MELMTCHOLY. 1745. 



— — — Pneeipct lofnbrei 
Cantuft Melponene l-«- 



MoTHSR of muiingi, ConteropUtion Mge, 
Whose grotto stands upon the topmost rock 
Of Teneriffe ; 'mid the tempestuous night. 
On wliich, in calmest meditation held. 
Thou hear'st with howling winds the beating nin 
And drifting hail descend ; or if the skies 
Unclouded shine, and through the blue serene 
Pale Cynthia rolls her silver-axled car, 
"Whence gazing steadfast on the spangled vault 
Raptur'd thou sitt'st, while murmurs indistinct 
Of distant billows sooth thy pensive ear 
With hoarse and hollow sounds ; secure, lelf-blesti 
There oft thou lislen'st to the wild uproar 
Of fleets encountering, that in whispers low 
Ascends the rocky summit, where thou dwelPst 
Remote from man, conversing with the spheres! 
O lead me, queen sublime, to solemn glooms 
Congenial witli my soul ; to cheerless shades. 
To ruin*d seats, to twilight cells and bow'rs. 
Where thoughtful Melancholy loves to muse. 
Her favourite midnight haunts. The laughing scenes 
Of purple Spring, where all the wanton train 
Of Smiles and Graces seem to lead the dance 
In sportive round, while from their hands they show'r 
Ambrosial blooms and flowers, no longer charm. 
Temp^, no more 1 court tliy balmy breeze. 
Adieu, green vales ! ye broider'd meads^ adieu ! 
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I 

Beneath yon ruin'd abbey's moss-grown piles 
Oft let me sit, at twilight hour of eve. 
Where through some western window the pale moon 
Pours her long-levell'd rule of streaming light ; 
While sullen sacred silence reigns around, [bow'r 
fiaye the lone screech-o^Ps note, who builds his 
Amid the mouldering caverns dark and damp. 
Or the calm breezy, that rustles in the leaves 
Of flaunting ivy, that with mantle green 
Invests some wasted tower. Or let me tread 
Its neighbouring walk of pines, where mus'd of old 
The cloistered brotliers : through the gloomy void, 
That far extends beneath their ample arch. 
As on I pace, religious horror wraps 
My soul in dread repose. But when the world 
Is clad in Midnight's raven-colour'd robe. 
Mid hollow charnel let me watch the flame 
Of taper dim, shedding a Uvid glare 
O'er the wan heaps ; while airy voices talk 
Along the glimmering walls ; or ghostly shape 
At distance seen, invites with beckoning hand 
My lonesome steps, tlirough the far-winding vaulta* 
Nor undelightful is the solemn noon 
Of night, when haply wakeful from my couch 
I start : lo, all is motionless around ! 
Roars not the rushing wind ; the sons of men 
And every beast in mute oblivion lie ; 
All nature's hush'd in silence and in sleep. 
O then how fearful is it to reflect. 
That through the still globe's awful solitude, 
No being wakes but me ! till stealing sleep 
My drooping temples bathes in opiate dews. 
Nor then let dreams, of wanton folly born. 
My senses lead through flowery paths of joy ; 
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But let the sacred Genius of the night 
Such mystic visions send, as Spenser saw. 
When through bewildering Fancy's magic maze. 
To the fell house of Busyrane, he led 
The' unshaken Britomart ; or Milton knew. 
When in abstracted thought he first conceived 
All Heaven in tumult, and the Seraphim 
Come towering, arm'd in adamant and gold. 

Let others love soft Summer's evening amilefli^ 
As listening to the distant water-fall. 
They mark the blushes of the streaky west: 
I choose the pale December's foggy glooms. 
Then, when the sullen shades of evening close. 
Where throughthe room ablindly-glimmeringgleam 
The dying embers scatter, far remote [roof 

From Mirth's mad 8houts,that through the' illumin'd 
Besound with festive echo, let me sit. 
Blest with the lowly cricket's drowsy dirge. 
Then let my thought contemplative explore 
This fleeting state of things, the vain delights, 
The fruitless toils, that still our search elude. 
As through the wilderness of life we rove. 
This sober hour of silence will unmask 
False Folly's smile, that like the dazzling spells 
Of wily Comus cheat the' unweeting eye 
With blear illusion, and persuade to drink 
That charmed cup, which Reason's mintage fair 
Unmoulds, and stamps the monster on the man. 
Eager we taste, but in the luscious draught 
Forget the poisonous dreg^ that lurk beneath. 

Few know that elegance of soul refin'd. 
Whose soft sensation feels a quicker joy 
From Melancholy's scenes, than the dull pride 
Of tasteless splendour and magnificence 
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Can e'er afford. Thus Eloise, whose mind 
Had lang^sh'd to the pangs of melting love. 
More genuine transport found, as on some tomb 
Reclin'd, she watch'd the tapers of the dead ; 
Or tlirough the pillar'd aisles, amid pale shrines 
Of imaged saints, and intermingled graves, 
M us'd a veil'd votaress, than Flavia feels. 
As through the mazes of the festive ball, 
Proud of her conquering charm8,and beauty's blaze. 
She floats amid the silken sons of dress. 
And shines the fairest of the' assembled fair. 

When azure noontide cheers the dxdal globe, 
And the blest region of the golden day 
Rejoices in his bright meridian tower. 
How oft my wishes asli; the night's return. 
That best befriends the melancholy mind. 
Hwl, sacred Night ! thou too shalt share my song : 
Sister of ebon-sceptred Uecat, hail ! 
Whether in congre^ted clouds thou wrap'st 
Thy viewless chariot, or with silver crown 
Thy beaming head encirclest, ever hail ! 
What though beneath thy gloom the sorceress train. 
Far in obscured haunt of Lapland moors. 
With rhymes uncouth the bloody cauldron bless ; 
Though Murder wan beneath thy shrouding shade 
Summons her slow-ey'd votaries to devise 
Of secret slaughter, while by one blue lump 
In hideous conference sit the listening band. 
And start at each low wind, or wakeful sound : 
What though thy stay the pilgrim curseth oft. 
As all benighted in Arabian wastes 
He hears the wilderness around him howl 
With roaming monsters, while on his hoar head 
The black descending tempest ceaaeleaa b^«^% \ 

Aa2 



:282 THS PLXASUBSS OT MSULKCHO&T. 

Yet mope delightful to my pensive mind 
Is thy return, than blooming Mom's approach, 
Ev'n then, in youthful pride of opening Hay, 
When from the portals of the saffron east 
She sheds fresh roses, and ambrosial dews. 
Yet not ungrateful is the mom's approach. 
When dropping wet she comes, and clad in clouds^ 
While through the damp air scowls the lowering 

south. 
Blackening the landscape's face, that grove and hiU 
In formless vapours undistinguish'd swim : 
The' afflicted songsters of the aadden'd groyes 
Hail not the sullen gloom ; the waving elms 
That, hoar through time, and ranged in thick array; 
Enclose with stately row some rural hall. 
Are mute, nor echo with the clamours hoarse 
Of rooks rejoicing on their airy boughs ; 
While to the shed the dripping poultry crowd, 
A mournful tndn : secure the village hind 
Hangs o'er the crackling blaze,nor tempts the storm; 
Fix'd in the' unfinish'd furrow rests the plough : 
Rings not the high wood with enliven'd shouts 
Of early hunter : all is silence drear ; 
And deepest sadness wraps the face of things. 

Through Pope's soft song though all the Graces 
And happiest art adorn his Attic page ; [breathe. 
Yet does my mind with sweeter transport glow. 
As at the root of mossy trunk reclin'd. 
In magic Spenser's wildly warbled song 
I see deserted Una wander wide 
Through wasteful solitudes, and lurid heaths, 
Weary, forlorn ; tlian when the fated fair 
Upon the bosom brigfht of silver Thames 
Launches in all the lustre of brocade. 
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Amid the splendours of the laughing Sun. 
The gay description palls upon the sense. 
And coldly strikes the mind with feeble bliss. 

Ye youths of Albion's beauty-blooming isle, 
Whose brows have worn the wreath of luckless 
Is there is a pleasure like the pensive mood, [love, 
IVhose mag^c wont to sooth your soften'd souls f 
O tell how rapturous the joy, to melt 
To Melody's assuasive voice ; to bend 
The' uncertain step along the midnight mead. 
And pour your sorrows to the pitying moon. 
By many a slow trill from the bird of woe 
Oft interrupted ; in embowering woods 
By darksome brook to muse, and there forget 
llie solemn dulness of the tedious world. 
While' Fancy grasps the visionary fair : 
And now no more the' abstracted ear attends 
The water's murmuring lapse, the entranced eye 
Pierces no longer through the' extended rows 
Of tiiick-rang'd trees ; till haply from the depth 
The woodman's stroke, or distant tinkling team. 
Or heifers rustling through the brake, alarms 
The' illuded sense, and mars the golden dream. 
These are delights that absence drear has made 
Familiar to my soul, e'er since the form 
Of young Sapphira, beauteous as the Spring, 
When from her violet-woven couch awak'd 
By frolic Zephyr's hand, her tender cheek 
Graceful she lifts, and blushing from her bow'r 
Issues to clothe in gladsome glistering green 
The genial globe, first met my dazzled sight. 
These are delights unknown to minds profane. 
And which alone the pensive soul can taste. 

The taper'd choir, at the late hour of ^ra^'r^ 
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Oft let me tread, while to the* according voice 

The many-soundinff organ peals on high. 

The clear slow-dittied chant, or varied hymn, 

Till all my soul is bath'd in ecstacies. 

And lapp'd in Paradise. Or let me sit 

Far in sequester'd aisles of the deep dome. 

There lonesome listen to the sacred sounds, 

Which, as they lengthen through the gothio vaults^ 

In hollow murmurs reach my ravishM ear. 

Nor when the lamps, expiring, yield to night. 

And solitude returns ; would 1 forsake 

The solemn mansion ; but attentive mark 

The due clock swinging slow with sweepy sway, 

Measuring Time's flight with momentary sound. 

Nor let me fail to cultivate my mind 
With the soft thrillings of the tragic Muse, 
Divine Melpomene, sweet Pity's nurse, 
Queen of the stately step, and flowing pall. 
Now let Monimia mourn with streaming eyes 
Her joys incestuous, and polluted love : 
Now let soft Juliet in the gaping tomb 
Print the last kiss on her true Romeo's lips. 
His lips yet reeking from the deadly draught : 
Or Jaffier kneel for one forgiving look. 
Nor seldom let the Moor on Desdemone 
Pour the misguided threats of jealous rage. 
By soft decrees the manly torrent steals 
From my swoln eyes; and at a brother's woe 
My big heart melts in sympathizing tears. 

What are the splendours of the gaudy court. 
Its tinsel trappings, and its pageant pomps ? 
To me far happier seems the banish'd lord. 
Amid Siberia's unrcjoicing wilds, 
Who pines all lonesome, in the chambers boar 
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Of some high castles shut, whose Mrindows dim 
In distant ken discover trackless plains. 
Where winter ever whirls his icy car ; 
While still repeated objects of his view. 
The gloomy battlements, and ivied spires. 
That crown the solitary dome, arise ; 
While from the topmost turret the slow clock, 
.Far heard along the' inhospitable wastes, 
With sad returning chime awakes new grief; 
Ev'n he far happier seems than is the proud. 
The potent Satrap, whom he left behind. 
Mid Moscow's golden palaces, to drown 
In ease and luxury the laughing hours. 

Illustrious objects strike the gazer's mind 
With feeble bliss, and but allure the sight. 
Nor rouse with impulse quick the' unfeeling heart. 
Thus seen by shepherd from Hymettus* brow. 
What dxdal landscapes smile ! here palmy groves, 
Resounding once with Plato's voice, arise. 
Amid whose umbrage green her silver head 
The' unfading olive lifts ; here vine-clad hills 
Lay forth their purple store, and sunny vales 
In prospect vast their level laps expand. 
Amid whose beauties glistering Athens towers. 
Though through the blissful scenes llissus roll 
His sage-inspiring flood, whose winding marge 
The thick-wove laurel shades : though roseate Morn 
Pour all her splendours on the' empurpled scene ; 
Yet feels the hoary hermit truer joys, 
As from the cliff*, that o'er his cavern hangs. 
He views the piles of fall'n Persepolis 
In deep arrangement hide the darksome plain. 
Unbounded waste! the mouldering obelisk 
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Here, like a blasted oak, ascends the clouds i 
Here Parian domes tbeir vaulted halls discloiey 
Horrid with thorn ; where lurks the' unpitying thie^ 
Whence flits the twilight-loving bat at eve. 
And the deaf adder wreathes her spotted train. 
The dwelling once of elegance and art. 
Here temples rise, amid whose hallow'd bounda 
Spires the black pine, while thro' the naked street. 
Once haunt of tradeful merchants, springy the gnm: 
Here columns heap'd on prostrate columns^ torn 
From their firm base, increase the mouldering mm 
Far as the sight can pierce, appear the spoils 
Of sunk magnificence ! a blended scene 
Of moles, fanes, arches, domes, and palaces^ 
Where, with his brother Horror, Ruin sits. 

O come then. Melancholy, queen of thought I 
O come with saintly look, and steadfast step. 
From forth thy cave embower'd with mournful yew, 
Where ever to the curfew's solemn sound 
Listening thou sitt'st, and with thy cypress bind 
Thy votary's hair, and seal him for thy son. 
But never let Euphrosyne beguile 
With toys of wanton mirth my fixed mind, 
Nor in my path her primrose garland cast. 
Though mid her train the dimpled Hebe bare 
Her rosy bosom to the' enamour'd view ; 
Though Venus, mother of the Smiles and JLoves, 
And Bacchus, ivy-crown'd, in citron bow'r 
With her on nectar-streaming finiitage feast : 
What though 'lis hers to calm the lowering skies. 
And at her presence mild the' embattled clouds 
Disperse in air, and o'er the face of Heav'n 
New day difi'usive gleam at her approach : 
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Yet ape these joys that Melancholy gives. 
Than all her witless revels happier far ; 
These deep-felt joys, by Contemplation taught. 

Then ever, beauteous Contemplation, hail ! 
From thee began, auspicious maid, my song, 
With thee shall end ; for thou art fairer far 
Than are the nymphs of Cirrha's* mossy grot ; 
To loftier rapture thou canst wake the thought. 
Than all the fabling poet's boasted pow'rs. 
Hail, queen divine ! whom, as tradition tells. 
Once in his evening walk a druid found. 
Far in a hoUow glade of Mona's woods ; 
And piteous bore with hospitable hand 
To the close shelter of his oaken bow'r. 
There soon the sage admiring mark'd the dawn 
Of solemn musing in your pensive thought ; 
For when a smiling babe, you lov'd to lie 
Oft deeply listening to the rapid roar 
Of wood-hung Mensd,! stream of druids old. 

* The towD and plain of Cin^ or Cyrrlui, are in Phoeis, at 
the foot of Mount ParnaMas. 

t Menai, or Meneo, the strait which divi^M the isle of An- 
Slesey from Caemarronihire. 
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IJ^ A IIERMITAOE, 

AT ANILBT HALL, IIT WAmWICKMimE. 

Bbhsath tbii stony roof reclin'd, 
I tooth to peace my pensive mind ; 
And wliile, to sliade my lowly cave. 
Embowering elms their umbrage ware \ 
And while the maple dish is mine. 
The beechen cup, unstain'd with wine ; 
I scorn the gay licentious crowd, 
Nor heed the toys tliat deck the proud. 

Within my limits lone and still 
The blackbird pipes in artless trill ; 
Vast by my coucli, congenial guest. 
The wren has wove her mossy nest ; 
From busy scenes, and brighter skies. 
To lurk with innocence, she flies ; 
Here hopes in safe repose to dwell. 
Nor aughl suspects the sylvan cell. 

At morn I take my custom'd i*ound. 
To mark how buds yon shrubby mound ; 
And every opening primrose count. 
That trimly paints my blooming mount : 
Or o'er the sculptures, quaint and rude. 
That grace my gloomy solitude, 
I teach in winding wreaths to stray 
Fantastic ivy's gadding spray. 
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At ere, within yon studious nook, 

I ope my brass-embossed book, 

Pourtray'd with many a holy deed 

Of martyrs, crown'd wiUi heavenly meed : 

Then, as my taper waxes dim. 

Chant, ere I sleep, my measjur'd hymn ; 

And, at the close, the gleams behold 

Of parting wings bedropt with gold. 

While such pure joys my bliss create, 
Who but would smile at guilty state ? 
Who but would wish his holy lot 
In calm Oblivion's humble grot ? 
Who but would cast his pomp away. 
To take my staff, and amice gray ; 
And to the world's tumultuous stage 
Prefer the blameless hermitagfe P 



GIT ▲ 

BEAUTIFUL QROTTO J^EAR THE WATER, 

The Graces sought in yonder stream / 

To cool the fervid day. 
When Love's malicious godhead came. 

And stole their robes away. 

Proud of the theft, the little god 

Their robes bade Delia wear ; 
While they, asham'd to stir abroad, 
Remain all naked here. 
ToL. XXXIV. B b 
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OTIS A 

CALM JU^D CLEAR SPRUNG 
Ilf BLENHEIM OARDEK t* 

Hebk quench your thirat, uid mark in me 
An emblem of true Charity ; 
Who, while my bounty 1 bestow. 
Am neither beard nor feen to flow. 



EPITAPB 
ov vs. asav. 

Oh spare his youth, O stay thy threatening hax^ 

Nor break too soon young wedlock's early band ! 
But if his gentle and ingenuous mind. 
The generous temper, and the taste refin'd, 
A soul unconscious of corruption's stain. 
If learning, wit, and genius plead in vain ; 
O let the mourning Bride, to stop thy spear. 
Oppose the meek resistance of a tear ! 
And when lo sooth thy force his virtues fail, 
I.et weeping faith and widow'd love prevail! 



TRANSLATIONS AND PARAPHRASES. 



JOB, 

CHAPTS& -LIJllL., 

Declars, if heavenly wisdom bless thy tongue. 
When teems the Monntain-Gioat wHh, promised 

young f 
The stated seasons tel), the month explain, 
Wlien feek the bounding Hinda mother's pain ; 
While, in the' oppressive agonies of birth. 
Silent they bow the sorrowing hea;d to earth ? 
Why crop their lusty seed the verdant food ? 
Why leave their dams to search the gloomy^wood ? 

Say, whence the Wild-Ass wantons o'er the pUdn, 
Sports uncontroFd, unconscious of the rein ? 
Us his o'er scenes of solitude to roam, 
rhe waste his house, the wilderness his home : 
He «coms the crowded city's pomp and noise, 
(for heeds the driver's rod, nor hears his voice ; 
At will on every various verdure fed, 
His pasture o'er the shaggy cliffs is spread. 

Will the fierce Unicorn obey thy call, 
Bnslav'd to man, and patient of the stall } 
Say, will he stubborn stoop thy yoke to bear, 
\nd through the furrow drag the tardy share ? 
Say, canst thou think, O wretch of vain belief! 
^is labouring limbs will draw thy weighty sheaf? 
3r canst thou tame the temper of his blood, 
iVith faithful feet to trace the destin'd road ? 



'29^ Tminf LATIONI AMD rAEAfumAiu. 

Wlio paints the Peacock's truin with radiant eyei, 
AikI iill till- hriKlit diveraity of dyea? 
lI'lioHi* Imnil tiic Htatcly CMrich has aupplied 
^Vitli f^lorioiiH pliiniaipe, and her inowy pride f 
'riioiiKliilt-sN hIic h-avcB amid the duaty way 
Her c):i^s, to ripen in the genial ray ; [blood, 

No;- lirc;dH, tliut ftonic fell bcaft» who thintt for 
Or tii(- nnh: foot, may cniHh Uie future brood. 
In licr no lovi* tlic. lender oflsprinff iharc. 
No !i(fft runic mhrance, no maternal care : 
Tor (iotl linH HtcolM tier unrelenting breaat^ 
Nor f-'lin^^ Ncniic, nor instinct mild impreaa'dy 
llu'i • lii*r the rapid-nuhing Mtecd deapiae, 
Oiiihtripthc rider'ii ragCt and tower amidatthe akiet. 
DiiUt iliou tlic I lorac with strength and beauty deck? 
Ihiht thou in thunder cloth'd bia nervoui neck? 
Wilt lie, like groveling grasshoppers afraid. 
Start at carli Hound, at every breeze dismayM? 
A cloud of rir< his lifted nostrils raise. 
And brrutlii- a gloriouK terror as they blaze, 
lie |):i\\H indignant, and th^' volley spurns, 
Krjoiriiig in ITih might, and for the battle bums. 
W'Ihm) (iiiixiTH rattle, and the frequent spear 
VlicH flaHliing, leaps liiH heart witli languid fear P 
Swallowing w ith fierci* and greedy rage the ground, 
** is this, (he rriivs) the trumpet'H warlike aound f" 
>''<u^i'r III' sccntfi the hatth: from afar, ' 
And :dl thi; mingling thund|er of the war. 
Flic H the fierce Hawk by thy tmpreme command, 
I'o srr.k Hoft climaleH, and a southern land ? 
>Vho bade the* anpiring Kaglc mount the sky. 
And build her firm aerial ncM on high ? 
Oil the bare clitV. or mountain'N Nliaggy steep. 
Her fortress of defence she dares to keep -, 
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Thence dtfts her ndiant eye's prevadiiig Taj» 
InquisitiTe to ken the distant prey ; 
Seeks with her thirsty brood the' ensamguin'd plain. 
There bathes her beak in blood, companion of thie 
slain. 



A PASTORAL. 

IN THE MANNER OF SPENSER. 
(jraOJI THKOCRITUS, IDTIL. XX.) 

As late I strove Lncilla's lip to kiase. 

She with discartesie reprov'd my will ; 

** Dost thou, (she said) affect so pleasant blisse, 

A simple shepherd, and a losell vile ? 

Kot Fancy's hand shaU join my courtly lip 

To thine, as I myself were fiist asleep." 

As thus she spake, full proud and boasting lasse. 

And as a peacocke pearke, in dalliance 

She bragly turned her ungentle face. 

And all disdaining ey'd my shape askaunce : 

But I did blush, with grief and shame yblent. 

Like morning rose with hoary dewe besprent. 

Tell me, my fellows all, am I not fair ? 
Hast fell enchantress blasted all my charms ? * 
'Whilom, mine head was sleek with tressed haire, 
My laughing eyne did shoot out love's alarms : 
E'en Kate did deemen me the fairest swain, 
"When erst I won this girdle on the plain. 

My lip with vermeil was embellished. 
My bagpipe's notes loud and delicious were ; 
The milk-white lily, and the rose so red, 
Vid on my face depeinten lively cheere ; 

Bb2 
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My voice as soote as mounting larke did shriU, 
My looke was blythe as Margaret's at the mill. 

But she forsooth, more fiur than Madg^ or Kate, 
A dunty maid, did deign not shepherd's loye ; 
Nor wist what Thenot told us swains of late. 
The Venus sought a shepherd in a gp*oye ; 
Nor that a heavenly God, who Phoebus hight. 
To tend his flock with shepherds did delight. 

Ah ! 'tis that Venus with accurst despight. 
That all my dolour and my shame has made ! 
Nor does remembrance of her own delight. 
For me one drop of pity sweet persuade ! 
Aye hence the glowing rapture may she miss ; 
Like me be scom'd, nor ever taste a kiss ! 



FROM HORACE. 

(book III. OD. XIII.) 

Ye waves, that gashing fall with purest stream, 
Blandusian fount ; to whom the products sweet 
Of richest vines belong, 
And fairest flowers of Spring ; 

To thee a chosen victim will I kill, 
A Goat, who, wanton in lascivious youth. 
Just blooms with budding horn. 
And destines future war. 

Elate in vainest thought ; but, ah ! too soon 
His reeking blood with crimson shall pollute 
• Thy icy-flowing flood, 

And tinge thy crystal clear. 



TBANSLATIOirS AND FABAPHBASSS. 295 

Thy sweet recess the sun in mid-day hour 
Can ne'er invade ; thy streams the labour'd ox 
Refresh with cooUng draught. 
And glad the wandering herds. 

Thy name shall shine with endless honour grac'd, 
While on my shell I sing the hanging oak, 
That o'er thy cavern deep 
Waves his embowering head. 



HORACE 

(book III, OD. XYIII.) 
AFTER THE MAITITSB OT MILTOIT. 

Faunus, who lov'st to chase the light-foot Nymphs, 
Propitious guard my fields and sunny farm, 
And nurse with kindly care 
The promise of my flock. 

So to thy power a Kid shall yearly bleed. 
And the full bowl to genial Venus flow ! 
And on thy rustic shrine 
Rich odours incense breathe : 

So through the vale the wanton herds shall bound, 
When thy December comes, and on the green 
The steer in traces loose 
With the free village sport : 

No more the lamb shall fly the' insidious wolf. 
The woods shall shed their leaves, and the glad hind 
llie ground, where once he dug. 
Shall beat in sprightly dance. 



ODES. 



TO SLEEP. 

Oir this my pensive pillow, gentle Sleep ! 
Descend, in all thy downy plumage drest : 
Wipe with thy wing these eyes that wake to weep« 
And place thy crown of poppies on my breast. 

steep my senses in oblivion's balm. 

And sooth my throbbing pulse with lenient hand; 
This tempest of my boiling blood becalm ! — 
Despair grows mild at thy supreme commandt 

Yet, ah ! in vain, familiar with the gloom. 
And sadly toiling through the tedious night, 

1 seek sweet slumber while that virgin bloom. 
For ever hovering haunts my wretched sight. 

Nor would the dawning day my sorrows charm : 
Black midnight and the blaze of noon alike 
To me appear, while with uplifted arm 
Death stands prepared, but still delays, to strike. 



THE HAMLET. 

WRITTEH IN WHICHWUOD FOBSST. 

The hinds how blest, who ne'er beguil'd 
Xo quit their hamlet's hawthorn wild ; 
Nor haunt the crowd, nor tempt the main^ 
For splendid care, and guilty gain ! 
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When morning^s twilight-tinctur'd beam 
Strikes their low thatch with slantiog gleam, 
They rore abroad in ether blue. 
To dip the scythe in fitigrant dew ; 
The sheaf to bind, the beech to fell. 
That nodding shades a craggy dell. 

Midst gloomy glades, in warbles clear. 
Wild nature's sweetest notes they hear : 
On green untrodden banks they view 
The hyacinth's neglected hue : 
In their lone haunts, and woodland rounds, 
They spy the squirrel's airy bounds : 
And startle from her ashen spray. 
Across the glen, the screaming jay : 
Each native charm their steps explore 
Of Solitude's sequester'd store. 

For them the moon with cloudless ray 

Mounts, to illume their homeward way : 

Their weary spirits to relieve, 

The meadows incense breathe at eve. 

No riot mars the simple fare. 

That o'er a glimmering hearth they share $ 

But when the curfew's measur'd roar 

Duly, the darkening valleys o'er, > 

Has echoed from the distant town. 

They wish no beds of cygnet-down. 

No trophied canopies, to close 

Their drooping eyes in quick repose. 

Their little- sons, who spread the broom 

Of health around the clay-built room, ' 

Or through the primros'd coppice stray. 

Or gambol in the new-mown hay : 
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Or quaintly braid the cowslip twine. 

Or drive afield tlie tardy kine ; 

Or hasten from the sultry hill. 

To loiter at the shady riU ; 

Or climb the tall pine's gloomy crest. 

To rob the raven's ancient nest. 

Their humble porch with honied Bowers 
The curling woodbine's shade imbowers : 
From the small garden's thy my mound 
Their bees in busy swarms resound : 
Nor fell Disease, before his time. 
Hastes to 'consume life's golden prime : 
But when their temples long have wore 
The silver crown of tresses hoar ; 
As studious still cahn peace to keep. 
Beneath a flowery turf they sleep. 



WRITTE^r AT VALE ROYAL* ABBEY, 

IE CHESHIRE. 

As evening slowly spreads his mantle hoar. 
No ruder sounds the bounded valley fill. 
Than the funt din from yonder sedgy shore. 
Of rushing waterS| and the murmuring milL 

How sunk the scene, where cloister'd Leisure mus' 
Where war-worn Edward paid his awful vow ; 
And, lavish of magnificence, diffus'd 
His crowded spires o'er the broad mountain's bro^ 

* A raonaitery for Cittrreiui Ifonks, founded by Kin|r E 
¥nrd I. about the year 1300, in eonteqiience of a voiw, wUi 
he made when in daafer of being: ihipwiecked, dorisff ha i 
turn from a enmde. 
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The golden fans, that o'er the tmrets 8t)x>wn, 
Quick glancing to the sun, wild music made. 
Are reft, and every battlement o'ergrown 
With knotted thorns and the tall sapling's shade. 

The prickly thistle sheds its plumy crest. 
And matted nettles shade the crumbling mass, 
Where shone thepayement'ssurface,smooth,imprest 
With rich reflection of the storied glass. 

Here hardy chieftains slept in proud repose. 
Sublimely shrin'd in gorgeous imagery ; 
And through the lessening aisles, in radiant rows. 
Their consecrated banners hung on high. 

There oxen browse, and there the sable yew. 
Through the dun void displays its baleful glooms ; 
And sheds in lingering drops ung^nial dew 
O'er the forgotten gfraves and scatter'd tombs. - 

By the slow clock, in stately-measur'd chime. 
That from the massy tower tremendous toU'd, 
No more the plowman counts the tedious time, 
Nor distant shepherd pens his twilight fold. 

High o'er the trackless heath at midnight seen. 
No more the windows, ranged in long array, 
(Where the tall shaft and fretted nook between 
Thick ivy twines) the taper'd rites betray. ^ 

Ev'n now, amid the wavering ivy wreaths, 
(While kindredthoughts the pensive sounds inspire) 
When the weak breeze in many a whisper breathes, 
I seem to listen to the chanting quire. 

As o'er these shatter'd towers intent we muse. 
Though rear'd by Charity's capricious zeal, * 

Yet can our breasts soft Pity's sigh refuse, 
Or conscious Candour's modest plea conceal ? 
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For though the sorceress. Superstition blind. 
Amid the pomp of dreadful sacrifice. 
O'er the dim roofs, to cheat the tranced nundy 
Oft bade her visionary gleams arise : 

Though the vtan hours unsocial Sloth beguil'd* 
While the still cloister's gate Oblivion locked ; 
And through the chambers pale, to slumben mild 
Wan Indolence her drowsy cradle rock'd : 

Yet hence, enthron'd in venerable state. 
Proud HospitaUty dispensed her store : 
Ah, see, beneath yon tower's unvaulted gate. 
Forlorn she aits upon the brambled floor ! 

Her ponderous yase, with gothic portndture 
Emboss'd, no more with balmy moisture flows ; 
Mid the mix'd shards o'erwhelm'd in dust obscure, 
No more, as erst, the golden goblet glows. 

Sore beat by storms in Glory's arduous way. 
Here might Ambition muse, a pilgrim sage ; 
Here raptur'd see. Religion's evening ray 
Gild the calm walks of his reposing ag'e. 

Here ancient Art her dxdal fancies play'd 
In the quaint mazes of the crisped roof; 
III raellow glooms the speaking pane array'd, 
^And ranged the cluster'd column, massy proof. 

Here Learning, guarded from a barbarous age, 
Hover'd awhile, nor dar'd attempt the day ; 
But patient trac'd upon the pictur'd page 
The holy legend, or heroic lay. 

Hither the solitary minstrel came, 
» An honoured guest, while the g^rim evening sky 
Hung lowering, and around the social flame 
Tun'd his bold harp to tales of chivaln-. 
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Thus sings the Muse, all pensive and alone ; 
Nor scorns, within the deep fane's inmost cell. 
To pluck the gray moss from the mantled stone. 
Some holy founder's mouldering name to ^>ell. 

Thus sings the Muse : — yet partial as she sings, 
With fond regret surveys these niin'd piles : 
And with fair images of ancient things 
The captive bard's obsequious mind beg^les^ 

But much we pardon to the' ingenuous Muse ; 
Her fairy shapes are trick'd by Fancy's pen: 
Severer Reason forms far other views. 
And scans the scene with philosophic ken. 

From these deserted domes new glories rise ; 
More useful institutes, adorning man. 
Manners enlarg'd, and new civilities, 
On fresh foundations build the social plan. 

Science, on ampler plume, a bolder flight 
Essays, escap'd from Superstition's shrine ; 
While freed Religion, like primeval light 
Bursting from chaos, spreads her wannth divine. 



SOLITUDE, 

AT AIS INN. 1769. 

Oft upon the twilight plain. 
Circled with thy shadowy train, ' 
While the dove at distance coo'd. 
Have I met thee, Solitude ! 
Then was loneliness to me 
Best and true society. 
But, ah ! how alter'd is they mien 
In this sad deserted scene ! 
Vol. XXXIV. C c 



Here all thy classic pleasures cease. 
Musing mild, and thoughtful peace : 
Here diou com'st in sullen mood. 
Not with thy fantastic hrood 
Of magic shapes and vi&ons uiy, 
Beckon'd from the land of Fairy : 
Mid the melancholy void 
Not a penave charm enjoyed ! 
No poetic being here 
Strikes with airy sounds mine ear; 
No converse here, to fiuicy cold. 
With many a fleeting form I hold ; 
Here all inelegpuit and rude 
Thy presence is, sweet Solitude ! 



SEJrr TO MB. UPTO.\\ 

ox HIS EDITION OF THE FAERIE Q.I7EEKE. 

As oft, reclin'd on Cberwell's shelving shore, 
I trac'd romantic Spenser's moral page. 
And soothM my sorrows with the dulcet lore 
Which Fancy fabled in her elfin age ; 

Much would I grieve, that envious Time so soon 
O'er the lov'd strain had cast his dim disguise ; 
As lowering clouds, in April's brightest noon, 
Mar the pure splendours of the purple skies. 

Sage Upton came, from every mystic tale 
To chase the gloom that hung o'er fairy g^und : 
His wizard ^and unlocks each guarded vale. 
And opes each flowery forest's magic bound. 
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Thus, never knig^ht with mortal armi esaay'd 
The castle of proud Busyrane to quell. 
Till Britomart her beamy shield display'd. 
And broke with golden spear the mighty spell : 

The dauntless maid with hardy step explor'd 
£ach room, array'd in glistering imagery : 
And through the' inchanted chamber, richly stor'fl. 
Saw Cupid's stately mask come sweeping by. 

At this, where'er, in distant region sheen. 

She roves, embower'd with many a spangled bough. 

Mild Una, lifting her majestic mien. 

Braids with a brighter wreath her radiant brow. 

At this, in hopeless sorrow drooping long. 
Her painted wings Imagination plumes ; 
Pleas'd that her laureate votary's rescued song 
Its native charm and genuine grace resumes. 



TBE SUICIDE. 

BxiTEATH the beech, whose branches bare, 
Smit with the lightning's livid glare, 

O'erhang the craggy road. 
And whistle hollow as they wave ; 
liVithin a solitary g^ve, 
A slayer of himsetf holds his accurs'd abode. 

Lower'd the g^m mom, in murky dyes. 
Damp mists involv'd the scowling skies, 

And dimm'd tlie struggling day ; 
As by the brook, that lingering laves 
Yon rush-gprown moor with sable waves. 
Full of the dark resolve he took his sullen way. 
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I mark'd hii dMultory paee. 

Hit gefturet ftnoifpet tnd viiyiiif face» 

With many a imstttHd found i 
And Ah ! too lAt« agfiaiC I TicVd 
The reeking bUde» the band embrued; 
He fell, And groaning grMp'd in agonjr tba gn 

Full many a melancholy night 

He watcb'd the flow return of light; 

And fought the powerf of fleep^ 
To f pread a momentary calm 
O'er hif fad couch, and in the balm 
Of bUnd oblit^on'f dewf hif burning eyes to f 

Full oft, unknowing and unknown. 
He wore hif endleff noonf alone. 

Amid the' autumnal wood : 
Oft wan he wont, in haity fit. 
Abrupt the social board to quit, 
And gaze with eager glance upon the tumbling t 

Beckoning the wretch to tormentf new, 
Despair, for ever in his view, 
A spectre pale, appeared : 
While, as the shades of eve arose, 
And brought the day's unwelcome close, 
More horrible and huge her giant-shape she re 

" 1h this, (mistaken Scorn will cry) 
Is this the youtfi whose genius high 
Could build the genuine rhyme f 
Whose bosom mild the favouring Muse 
Had stor'd with all her ample views, 
Parent of fairest deeds, and purposes sublime. 
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Ah ! from the Muse that bosom mild 
By treacherous mag^c was begpuil'd. 

To strike the deathful blow : 
She fill'd his soft ingenuous mind 
With many a feeling too refin'd, [woe. 

And rous'd to livelier pangs his wakeful sense of 

Though doom'd hard penury to prove. 
And the sharp stingy of hopeless love, 

To griefs congenial prone ; 
More wounds than nature gave he knew, 
While misery's form his fancy drew 
In dark ideal hues, and horrors not its own. 

Then wish not o'er his earthy tomb 
The baleful nightshade's lurid bloom 

To drop its deadly dew : 
Nor oh ! forbid the twisted thorn. 
That rudely binds. his turf forlorn, [anew. 

With Spring's green-swelling buds to vegetate 

What though no marble-piled bust 
Adorn his desolated dust. 

With speaking sculpture wrought ? 
Pity shall woo the weeping Nine, 
To build a visionary shrine, [brought. 

Hong with unfading flowers, from fairy regions 

What though refus'd each chanted rite ? 
Here viewless mourners shall delight 

To touch the shadowy shell : 
And Petrarch's harp, that wept the doom 
Of f «aura, lost in early bloom, 
In many a pensive pause shall seem to ring his kn^ll. 

C c 2 
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To sooth A lone, unhallow'd thade. 
This votive dirge Md duty paid. 

Within All ivied nook : 
Sudden the liAlf-iunk orb of dAjr 
More nuliant shot its pATting ray. 
And thus a cherub voice my cbArm'd attention took: 

" Forbear, fond bard, thy partial praise i 
Nor thus for guilt in specious lays 

The wreath of glory twine : 
In vain with hues of gorgeous glow 
Gay Fancy gives her vest to flow, [fine. 

Unless Truth's matron-hand the floating fcildA 



** Just Heaven, man's fortitude to prove. 
Permits through life at large to rove 

The tribes of hell-born Woe : 
Yet the same Power that wisely sends 
Life's fiiTceHt ills, indulgent lends 
Religion's golden shield to break the' embattled foe. 

** Her aid divine had luli'd to rest 

Yon foul self-murderer's throbbing breast. 

And Htr.yM the rising storm ; 
Had bade the sun of Hope appear 
To gild his darken'd hemisphere, [form. 

And give the wonted bloom to Nature's blasted 

" Vain man ! 'tis Heaven's prerogative 
To take, what first it deign *d to give. 

Thy tributary breath : 
In awful expectation plac'd. 
Await thy doom, nor impious haste 
To pluck from tiod's right hand his instruments of 
death." 
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StU^T TO A FRIBJ^D.* 

o« nm LVAVtivn a rAyoviiTH villaox tir iiamp- 

NiimR. 1750. , 

An mourn, thou lov'd retreat I No more 
8hnll clAftMic Mtcpt thy ncenef explore ! 
IVhen morn'i pale rayi but fkintly peep 
O'er yonder oak«orown'd airy iteepi 
IVlio now Khali climb its browi, to view 
The length of landioape, erer new, 
"Where Bummer flinf^t, in carelen pride, 
Her varied venture fhr and wide f 
"Who mark, beneath, each village charm, 
Or grange, or elm-enoiroled firnn t 
The flinty dove-cote's crowded roof, 
WatchM by tho kite that lalli aloof: 
The tufted pinm, whofo umbrage tall 
Darkcnn the long-dcncrtcd hull : 
The veteran beech, that on the plain 
CoUectH at cvc the playful train : 
Tho cot that nntokeN with early Hre, 
The low-roof'd fane'a cmbonom'd tpiro P 

Who now nIihII indolently itray 
Through tlic deep forcHt't tangled way ; 
rieusM nt hiii cuNtom'd taik to find 
The wcll-lcnown hoary-tre«iied hind, 
That toild with feeble handi to glean 
Of withcrM houghi bin pittance moan P 

• nil brnthor, Dr. Juiepli Warton i who, at tho time of thii 
Od(« tirltiK writtrn, wt« Jiiit IrnvlriK hU mUlf>nr« at Wyniltdo, 
tHiar lUilniriiolM*, and volny abroad wHh ChariM DoIm ofBolcoik 
Th« Aril Honnot aUudei to tha mom evoat. 
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Who mid thy nooki of hazel tit. 

Lost in tome melancholy 6t ; 

And listening to the raven's croak, 

The disunt flail, the falling oak P 

Who, through the sunshine and tlie shower, 

Descry the rainbow-painted tower ? 

Who, wandering at return of May, 

Catch the first cuckow's vernal lay ? 

Who musing waste the summer hour. 

Where high o'er-arching trees embower 

Tlic grassy lane, so rarely pac'd, 

With azure flowerets idly grac'd f 

Unnotic'd now, at twiUgiit'i dawn 

Returning reapers cross the lawn ; 

Nor ftfnd attention loves to note 

The wether's bell from folds remote ; 

While, own'd by no poetic eye. 

Thy pensive evenings shade the sky ! 

For lo ! the Bard, who rapture found 
In every " rural sight or sound :" 
Whose genius warm, and judgment chaste, 
No charm of genuine nature pass'd; 
Who felt the Muse's purest fires. 
Far from thy favour'd haunt retires : 
Who peopled all thy vocal bowers 
With shadowy shapes, and airy powers. 

Behold, a dread repose resumes. 
As erst, thy sad sequester'd glooms ! 
From the deep dell, where shaggy roots 
Fringe the rough brink with wreathed shoots. 
The' unwilling Genius flies forlorn, 
His primrose-chaplet rudely torn. 
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With hollow shriek the nymphs forsake 

The pathless copse, and hedg^-row brake ; 

Where the delv'd mountain's headlong side 

Its chalky entrails opens wide. 

On the green summit, ambushM high^ 

No longer Echo loves to lie. 

No pearl-croVhi'd maids, with wily look, 

ffise beckoning from the reedy brook. 

Around the glow-worm's glimmering bank. 

No fairies run in fiery rank ; 

Nor brush, half seen, in airy tread» 

The violet's unprinted head. 

Fut Fancy, from the thickets brown. 

The glades that wear a conscious frown. 

The forest oaks, that, pale and lone. 

Nod to the blast with hoarser tone. 

Bough glens, and sullen waterfalls. 

Her bright ideal offspring calls. 

So by some sage inchanter's speU, 

(As old Arabian fablers tell) 

Amid the solitary wild. 

Luxuriant gardens gaily smil'd ; 

From sapphire rocks the fountains stream'd, 

With golden fruit the branches beam'd ; 

Fair forms, in every wondrous wood. 

Or lightly tripp'd, or solemn stood ; 

And oft, retreating from the view, 

Betray'd, at distance, beauties new : 

While gleaming o'er the crisped bowers 

Rich spires arose, and sparkling towers. 

If bound on service new to go 

The master of the magic show. 

His transitory charm withdrew. 

Away the' illusive landscape flew : 



ilo 






mt, Acnii>n rtntnutm t^ urvumt^ 1745. 
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f Ijvrx mhff. the remal tun's ambvoMl beami 

Th*; fu'\'\% si4 with ft p!irp)e rttht. ftflnrn : 
CbTHfll, thy vljfy hank A an<l ^XnAtrntf; 

All iMif^h an/) ftKij(, at mild appr^/ftch of morn; 
Hiroii^h \\\f fVt \} {(Tfivrft I hear the chanting biHSy 
An^I fhroiiKh thr dovcr'd vale the rarioaft-lofrini 
h'-nU. 

I'p rnrninf^ thr mowfrr from hw lowly thatcfi« 
Wf II pir»AM fhr projfr^rfw of the Spring to msrlc, 

Thr fraj^rant hrraf h r/f yirtf.r.tn pure to catch. 
And •♦rtrH*- from hrr roiiz-.h the early lark; 

Morr- ^f-ntiinc ph-aniirc aryothrA hia tranquil breast, 

riian hifch thronM king* can hoaat, in eaatern 
j^lory drrat, 

f hr prnVivc po«*t ttiroiigh the green wood atrali^ 
Or trraiU ttie willowM marge of murmuring 

'»!' f.limha thfr *tr.pp av,rnt //fairy hills; [brook; 
'f'hfrr. <iifci him dov/u Uc^m'.kUi a branching oak. 
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Whence various scenes^ and prospects wide below, 
Still teach his musing mind with fancies high to 
glow. 

But I, nor with the day awake to bliss, 

(Inelegant to me fair Nature's face, 
A blank the beauty of the morning is, 

And grief and darkness all for light and grace ;) 
Nor bright the sun, nor g^reen the meads appear. 
Nor colour charms mine eye, nor melody mine ear. 

Me, void of elegance and manners mild. 
With leaden rod, stern Discipline restrains ; 

Stiff Pedantry, of learned Pride the child. 
My roving genius binds in gothic chains ; 

Nor can the cloister'd Muse expand her wing. 

Nor bid these twilight roofs with her gay carols ring. 



THE COMPLAIjrr OF CHERWELL* 

1761. 

All pensive from her osier-woven bower 
Cherwell arose. Around her darkening edge 
Pale Eve began the steaming mist to pour, 
And breezes fann'd by fits the rustling sedge : 
She rose, and thus she cried in deep despair. 
And tore the rushy wreath that bound her stream- 
ing hair : 

** Ah ! why, (she cried) should Isis share alone 
The tributary gifts of tuneful fame ! 

* One of the riven %% Oxford. This ode tint appeared in the 
Oxfocd collection of venes on the death of George II. in the 
Bune of John Chichester, brother to the Earl of Donegall, Gent. 
Com. of Trm. Coll. It mii afterwards published in the first edi> 
lion of Warton^s Poems. 
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Sliftll every fon|^ her happier influence own, 
Aiwl stamp with partial praiie berliiTourite naae? 
While I, alike to thoie proud domea alUed» 
Nor hear tlie Mine's call, nor boaat a claaaie tide. 

'* No cliofien ion of all yon fabling band 
H'kIm my loose locks their ^ossy length diffuse; 
Nor sees my coral-cinctur'd stole expand 
rtsfoldSfbesprent with Spring's unnuniber'd hues: 
No poet builds my grotto's dripping cell. 
Nor HtudK my crystal throne with many a speckled 
sheU. 

" In Isis' vase if Fancy's eye discern 
Majestic towers emboss'd in sculpture high { 
I.O ! milder glories mark my modest urn. 
The simple scenes of pastoral imagery : 
What though she pace sublJme» a stately queen .' 
Mint* iM the (gentle grace, the meek retiring mien. 

** I'roijtl nymph! since lute tiic Muse thy triumpb^ 

HIJIIg, 

No more witli mine Uiy Hcornful naiads play, 
(VVliilc Cynthia's lamp o'er the broad vale is 

hiniif) 
Where nteel our strcuntii, indulging short delay; 
No mure, thy erown to braid, thou deign'st to 

take llakc. 

My creHN-l>oni HowerN, that float in many a bhady 

** Vain baixh! can Isiii win the raptur'd soul. 
Where Art each wilder watery charm invades^ 
Whorie waveH, in measnrM vohnneH taught to roll, 
Or Mtagnant sleep, or rush in while cascadea: 
WhoHc banks with echoing Industry resound, 
l''eucM by liic foam-beat pier, and torrcut-bravin||p 
mound. 
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" Lo ! here no Commerce spreads the fervent toil. 
To pour pollution o'er my virgin tide ; 
The freshness of my pastures to defile. 
Or bruise the matted groves that fringe my side : 
But Solitude, on this sequestered bank, 
'Mid the moist lilies sits, attired in mantle dank. 

" No ruder sounds ray grazing herds affright. 
Nor mar the milk-m^d's solitary song : 
The jealous halcyon wheels her humble flight. 
And hides her emerald wing my reeds among ; 
All unalarm'd, save when the genial May [hay. 
Bids wake my peopled shores, and rears the ripen'd 

" Then scorn no more this unfrequented scene ; 
So to new notes shall my coy Echo string 
Her lonely harp. Hither the brow serene. 
And the slow pace of Contemplation bring : 
Nor call in vain inspiring Ecstacy, 
To bid her visions meet the frenzy-rolling eye. 

" Whate'er the theme ; if unrequited Love 
Seek, all unseen, his bashful griefs to breathe ; 
Or Fame to bolder flights the bosom move. 
Waving aloft the glorious epic wreath ; 
Here hail the Muses : from the busy throng 
Remote, where Fancy dwells, and Nature prompts ' 
the song." 



THE FIRST OF APRIL. 



With dalliance rude young Zephyr wooes 
Coy May : full oft with kind excuse 
The boisterous boy thcf Fair denies. 
Or with a scornful smile complies. 
Vol. XXXIV. D d 
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Mindful ofdisatter past. 

And ihrinking At the northern blaat» 

Tlie sleety itorm returning' itill, 

The morning hoar, and evening chill $ 

Heluctant comet the timid Spring. 

Scarce a bee with airy ring» 

Murmurs the blossom'd bought around* 

That clothe the garden's southern bound 

Scarce a sickly straggling flower 

Decks the rough castle's rifted tower : 

Scarce the hardy primrose peeps 

From the dark dell's entangled steeps. 

O'er the field of waving broom 

Slowly shoots the golden bloom ; 

And, but by fits, the furze-clad dale 

'tinctures the transitory gale : 

While from the shrubbery's naked maze^ 

Where the vegetable blaze 

Of Flora's brightest 'broidery shone, 

Every chequer'd charm is flown j 

Save that the lilac hangs to view 

Its bursting gems in clusters blue. 

Scant along the ridgy land 
The beans their new-born ranks expand r 
The fresh.turn'd soil with tender blades 
Thinly the sprouting barley shades : 
Fringing the forest's devious algc, 
Half rob'd appears the hawthorn hedge ; 
Or to the distant eye displays 
Weakly green its budding sprays. 

The swallow, for a moment seen, 
Bkimt in baite the viUage-green : 
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From the gray moor, on feeble wing, 
The screaming plovers idly spring : 
The butterfly, gay-painted soon 
Explores awhile the tepid noon ; 
And fondly trusts its tender dyes 
To fickle suns, and flattering skies. 

Fraught with a transient, frozen shower. 
If a cloud should haply lower, 
Sailing o'er the landscape dark. 
Mute on a sudden is the lark : 
But when gleams the sun again 
O'er the pearl-besprinkled plain. 
And from behind his watery veil 
Looks through the thin descending hail. 
She mounts, and, lessening to the sight. 
Salutes the blythe return of light. 
And high her tuneful track pursues 
Mid the dim rainbow's scatter'd hues. 

Where in venerable rows 
Widely waving oaks inclose 
The moat of yonder antique hall. 
Swarm the rooks with clamorous call ; 
And to the toils of nature true. 
Wreathe their capacious nests anew. 

Musing through the lawny park. 
The lonely poet loves to mark 
How various greens in faint degrees 
Tinge the tall groups of various trees ; 
While, careless of the changing year. 
The pine cerulean never sere. 
Towers distinguished from the rest. 
And proudly vaunts her winter vest. 
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Within loine whitperinnf oner>iilet 
Where Glym V low hanki neffleeted tmtle i 
Ami each trim meadow still retains 
The wintry torrent's ooty stains : 
Beneath a willow, long^ fbrsook. 
The fiiher seeks his cnstom'd nook ; 
And bursting throufch the crackling sedge^ 
That crowns the current's cavem'd edge» 
He startles from the bordering wood 
The bashful wild-duck's early brood. 

O'er the broad downs, a novel race» ^ 

Frisk the lambs with filtering pace, 
And with eager bleatings fill 
The foss that skirU the beacon'd hill. 

His f^e-bom vigour yet unhroke 
To lordly man's usurping yoke. 
The bounding colt forgets to play, 
Basking beneath the noon-tide ruy, 
And stretchM among the daiMies pied 
Of a green dingle's sloping side : 
While far beneatli, where nature Hprcads 
Her boundless length of level meads, 
In looflc luxuriance taught to stray, 
A thousand tumbling rills inlay 
With silver veins the vale, or pass 
Redundant through the sparkling grass. 

Yet, in these presages nide, 
Midst her pensive solitude. 
Fancy, with prophetic glance. 
Sees the teeming months advance ; 

*Th« Olym U a itntll rirrr in Oifordihirp, which flowd 
through Mr, WartoD*k psiiih orXiddlnfUm. 
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The field, the-forefl^ green md gmy, 
The dappled akipe, the tedded hsf ; 
Sees the reddeiiiii|f (vdnid bknr. 
The hanreat wave, the viotage flow ; 
Sees June unfold hia gliMij Kobe 
Of thousand huea o'er all the globe i 
Sees Ceres grasp her crown of com, 
And Plenty load her ample horn. 
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.iPPROACB OF SUMMER. 



Te,dca,liefaKi«at 
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Haves, iron-aceptred Winter, haste 

To bleak Siberian waste ! 
Haste to thy polar solitude ; 

Mid cataracts of ice, [rude. 

Whose torrents dumb are stretch'd in fragments 

From many an airy precipice. 
Where, ever beat by sleety showers. 
Thy gloomy gothic castle towers ; 
Amid whose howling aisles and halls. 
Where no gay sun-beam paints the walls, 
On ebon throne thou lov'st to shroud 
Thy brows in many a murky cloud. 

Ev'n now, before the vernal heal;, 

SuUen I see thy train retreat : 

Dd2 
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Thy ruthless host stem Euni^guidea* 
That on a ravenous tiger rides» 
Dim-figur'd on whose robe are shown 
Shipwrecks, and Yillages overthrown : 
Grim Auster, dropping all with dew» 
In mantle clad of watchet hue : 
And Cold, like Zemblan savage seen. 
Still threatening with his arrows keen ; 
And next, in furry coat embost 
With icicles, his brother Frost. 

Winter, farewell ! thy forest hoar. 
Thy frozen floods delight no more : 
Farewell the fields, so bare and wild ! 
But come, thou rose-cheekM cherub mild. 
Sweetest Summer ! haste thee here. 
Once more to crown the gladden'd year. 
Thee, April blithe, as long of yore, 
Bermudas' lawns he frolick'd o'er. 
With musky nectar-trickling wing, 
(In the new world's first dawning spring) 
To gather balm of choicest dews. 
And patterns fair of various hues, 
With which to paint, in changeful dye. 
The youthful earth's embroidery ; 
To cull the essence of rich smells 
In which to dip his new-bom bells ; 
Thee, as he skim'd with pinions fleet. 
He found an infant, smiling sweet ; 
Where a tall citron's shade imbrown'd 
The soft lap of the frag^nt ground. 
There, on an amaranthine bed. 
Thee with rare nectarine fruits he fed ; 
Till soon beneath his forming care, 

Tou bloom'd » godden defoonaire ; 
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And then he gmve the bleased wic 
Aye to be sway'd beneath thy smile : 
There plac'd thy green and grassy shrine^ 
With myrtle bower^d and jcasamine : 
And to thy care the task assign'd 
With quickening hand, and nurture kind. 
His roseate infant-bir^s to rear. 
Till Autumn's mellowing reign appear. 

Haste thee, nymph ! and, hand in hand. 
With thee lead a buxom band ; 
Bring fantastic-footed Joy, 
With Sport, that yellow-tressed boy ; 
Leisure, that througlv the balmy sky 
Chases a crimson butterfly. 
Bring Health, that loves in early dawn 
To meet the milk-maid on the lawn ; 
Bring Pleasure, rural nymph ; and Peace, 
Meek, cottage-loving shepherdess ! 
And that sweet stripling. Zephyr, bring. 
Light, and for ever on the wing. 
Bring the dear Muse, that loves to lean 
Gn river-margins, mossy green. 
But who is she, that bears thy train. 
Pacing Ught the velvet plain ? 
The pale pink binds her auburn hair. 
Her tresses flow with pastoral air ; 
'Us May, the Grace— confest she stands, 
By branch of hawthorn in her hands : 
Lo ! near her trip the lightsome Dews, 
Their wings all ting'd in iris-hues ; 
With whom the powers of Flora play. 
And paint with pansies all the way. 

Oft when thy season, sweetest Queen, 
Has dr«n'd the groyes in liyeiy green ; 
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When in each fair and fertile field 

Beauty begins her bower to build : 

While Eyening*, veil'd in shadows brown. 

Puts her matron mantle on, 

And mists in spreadinff steams conyey. 

More fresh, the fumes of new-shorn hay ; 

Then, Goddess, guide my pilgrim feet 

Contemplation hoar to meet. 

As slow he winds in useful mood. 

Near the rush'd marge of CherweD's flood ; 

Or o'er old Avon's magic edge. 

Whence Shakspeare cuU'd the spiky sedge. 

All playful yet, in years unripd 

To frame a shrill ajid simple pipe. 

There through the dusk but dimly seen. 

Sweet evening objects intervene : 

His wattled cotes the shepherd plants. 

Beneath her elm the milk-maid chants. 

The woodman, speeding home, awhile 

Rests bifn at a shady stile. 

Nor wants there frag^nce to dispense 

Refreshment o'er my soothed sense ; 

Nor tangled woodbines' balmy bloom. 

Nor grass besprent to breathe perfume : 

Nor lurking wild-thyme's spicy sweet 

To bathe in dew my roving feet : 

Nor wants there note of Philomel, 

Nor sound of distant-tinkling bell : 

Nor lowing^ faint uf herds remote. 

Nor mastiffs bark from bosom'd cot ; 

Bustle the breezes lightly borne 

O'er deep embattled ears of com : 

Round ancient elm, witli humming noise. 

Full loud the chaffer-swarms rejoice. 
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Meantime, a thousand dies invest 
The rubv chambers of the West * 

m 

Thai all aslant the villagfe tower 
A mild reflected radiance pour. 
While, with the level-streaming rays 
Far seen its arched windows blaze ; 
And the tall gfrove's green top is dight' 
In russet tints, and gleams of light : 
So that the gay scene by deg^es 
Bathes my blithe heart in ecstacies ; 
And Fancy to my ravish'd sight 
Fourtrays her kindred visions bright. 
At length the parting light subdues 
My soften'd soul to calmer views. 
And fainter shapes of pensive joy. 
As twilight dawns, my mind employ. 
Till from the path I fondly stray 
In musings lap'd, nor heed the way ; 
Wandering through the landscape stiD, 
Till Melancholy has her fill ; 
And on each moss-wove border damp 
The glow-worm hangs his fairy lamp. 

But when the Sun, at noon-tide hour, 
Sits throned in his highest tow'r ; 
Me: heart-rejoicing Goddess, lead 
To the tann'd haycock in the mead : 
To mix in rural mood among 
The nymphs and swains, a busy throng ; 
Or, as the tepid odours breathe. 
The russet piles to lean beneath : 
There as my listless limbs are thrown 
On couch more soft than palace down ; 
I listen to the busy sound 
Of mirth and toil, that hums around ; 



321. 



328 ovm. 

And see the team ihrill tinkling^ pmt. 
Alternate o'er the furrowed gpraM. 

But ever, after lummer show'r. 
When the bright Sun'i retumiog pow'r^ 
With laughing beam hai chai'il the ttoniit 
And cheer'd reviving Nature's form ; 
By sweet-brier hedges, bath'd in dew. 
Let ine my wholesome path pursue : 
I'here issuing forth, the frequent snail 
Wears the dank way with slimy trail. 
While, as I walk, from pearled bush 
The sunny-sparkling drop I brush « 
And all the kndscape fair I view 
Clad in robe of freriier hue : 
And so loud the blackbird sings. 
That far and near the valley rings. 
From 8* elter deep of shaggy rock 
The shepherd drives his joyful flock ; 
From bowering beech the mower blithe 
With new-born vigour g^rasps the scythe ; 
While o'er the smooth unbounded meads 
His last faint gleam the rainbow spreads. 

But ever against restless heat. 

Bear me to the rock-arch'd scat. 

O'er whose dim mouth an ivied oak 

Hang's nodding from the low-brow'd rock : 

Haunted by that chaste nymph alone, 

Whose waters cleave the smoothed stone ; 

Which, as they gush upon the ground, 

Still scatter misty dews around : 

A rustic, wild, grotesque alcove. 

Its side with mantling woodbines wove y 
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Cool as the cave where Clio dwells, 
When Helicon's fresh fountain wells ; 
Or noon-tide grot where Sylvan sleeps 
On hoar Lycxum's piny steeps. 

Me, Goddess, in such cavern lay, 
While all without is scorchM in day ; 
Sore sighs the weary swain, beneath 
His withering hawthorn on the heath ; 
The drooping hedger wishes eve. 
In vain, of labour short reprieve ! 
Meantime, on Afric's glowing sands. 
Smote with keen heat, the traveller stands : 
Low sinks his heart, while round his ey-e 
Measures the scenes that boundless lie. 
Ne'er yet by foot of mortal worn, 
Where Thirst, wan pilgrim, walks forlor^t 
How does he wish some cooling wave 
' To slake his lips, or limbs to lave ! 
And thinks, in every whisper low. 
He hears a bursting fountain flow. 

Or bear me to yon antique wood. 
Dim temple of sage Solitude ! 
There within a nook most dark. 
Where none my musing mood may mark, 
Let me in many a whisper'd rite 
The genius old of Greece invite, 
With that fair wreath my brows to bind, 
Which for his chosen imps he twin'd. 
Well nurtured in Pierian lore. 
On clear Ilissus' laureate shore. — 
Till high on waving nest reclin'd. 
The raven wakes my tranced mind ! 
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Or to t]ie forett'fring^ed vale. 

Where widowM turlle't love to wiil, 

Where cowslips, clad in mantle tneek^ 

Nod their tall heafls to breczei weak : 

In the midst, with sedges gray 

CrownM, a scant rivulet winds its way. 

And tremliling through the weedy wreaths^ 

Around an oozy freshness breatlies. 

O'er the soliiary g^een. 

Nor cot, nor loitering hind is seen i 

Nor aught alarms the mute repose. 

Save that by fits an heifer lows : 

A scene might tempt some peaceful aage 

To rear him a lone hermitage ; 

Fit place his pensive eld might choose 

On virtue's holy lore to muse. 

Yet still the sultry noon to' uj>pcase, 

Some more romantic scene might please ( 

Or fairy bank, or magic lawn, 

hy Spenser's lavish pencil drawn : 

Or bower on Vallombrosa's siiade. 

By legendary pens pourtray'd. 

iluste, let nic Hliroud from painful light. 

On that hour hill's aerial height, 

In solemn state, where waving wide. 

Thick pines with darkening umbrage hide 

'JMie riij^j^cd vaults, and riven towers 

Of that proud cuHtlc's painted bowers. 

Whence Hanivknute, a baron bold. 

In Srolland'H niurtial days of old, 

J>(-MCf'nded from the stately feast, 

B<:giH with Miiiriy u warrior guest, 

To quell the pride of Norway's king. 

With quivciiuis Vuii\cv: vi^ud \.v(«kU^tufs string. 



As through the cayems dim I wind. 
Might I that holy legend find. 
By fairies spelt in mystic rtiymesy 
To teach enquiring later times^ 
What open force, or secret guile, 
Dash'd into dust the solemn pile. 

But when mild Mom in saffron stole 
First issues from ber eastern goal, 
Let not my dew feet fail to climb 
Some breezy summit's brow sublime, 
Whence Nature's universal face 
niumin'd smiles with new-born gfftce i 
The misty streams that wind below 
With silver-sparkling lustre glow ; 
The groves and castled cliffB appear 
Invested all in radiance dear; 
O ! every village charm beneath ! 
The smoke that mounts in azure wreath ' 
O beauteous, rural interchange ! 
The simple spire, and elmy grange ! 
Content, indulging blissfbl hours. 
Whistles o'er the fragrant flowers. 
And cattle, rous'd to pasture new. 
Shake jocund from their sides the dew. 
'Tis thou, alone, O Summer mild ! 
Canst bid me carol wood-notes wild : 
Whene'er I view thy genial scenes; 
.Thy waving woods, cmbroider'd greens ; 
What "Bros within my bosom wake. 
How glows my mind the reed to take ! 
What charms like thine the muse can call. 
With whom 'tis youth and laughter all ! 
With whom each fiehl's a paradise. 
And all the globe a bower of bliss ! 
Vol. XXXIV. E. e 
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With tbee conrersingf, all the day, 
I meditate my lightsome lay. 
These pedant cloisters let me leave, 
To breathe my votive song at eve. 
In valleys, where mild whispers use 
Of shade and stream, to court the muse ; 
While wandering o'er the brook's dim verge, 
I hear the stock-dove's dying dirge. - 

But when life's busier scene is o*er. 

And age shall give the tresses hoar, 

I'd fly soft Luxury's marble dome. 

And make an humble thatch my home. 

Which sloping hills around inclose. 

Where many a beech and brown oak grows ; 

Beneath whose dark and branching bowers 

Its tides a far-fam'd river pours : 

By Nature's beauties taught to please. 

Sweet Tusculane of rural ease ! 

Still grot of Peace ! in lowly slied 

Who loves to rest her gentle head. 

For not the scenes of Attic art 

Can comfort care, or sooth the heart : 

No burning cheek, nor wakeful eye. 

For gold and Tyrian purple fly. 

Thither, kind Heaven, in pity lent. 
Send mc a little, and content ; 
The faithful friend, and cheerful night. 
The social scene of dear delight : 
The conscience pure, the temper gav. 
The musing eve, and JJle day. 
Give me beneath cool shades to sit. 
Rapt with the charms of classic wit • 
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To catch the bold heroic flame. 
That built immortal Graecia's fame. 
Nor let me fail, meantime, to raise 
The solemn song to Britain's praise : 
To spurn the shepherd's nmple reeds, 
And paint heroic ancient deeds : 
To chant fam'd Arthur's magic tale. 
And Edward, stem, in sable mail ; 
Or wandering Brutus' lawless doom. 
Or brave Bonduca, scourge of Rome. 

O ever to sweet Poesy 

Let me live true votary ! 

She shall lead me by Uie hand, 

Queen of sweet smiles, and solace bland ! 

She from her precious stores shall shed 

Ambrosial flowerets o'er my head : 

She^ from my tender youthful cheek, 

Can wipe, with lenient finger meek, 

The secret and unpitied tear, 

Which still I drop in darkness drear. 

She shall be my blooming bride ; 

With her, as years successive glide, 

I'll hold divinest dalliance, 

For ever held in holv trance. 
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THE CRUSADE. 



Kii« Rickud Um fint, celebrated far kit MMe?— mti in Iht 
Cnuttdes, wm no le« dwrhmihhed fiir hit pfttviMtce of dw 
Frovincial minitteb, and Im own composHiMMia iMri^OThi 
of poetry. RetuxninKfiDa oae of Us ei|iefitiMM im fSbm Ba|f 
Land, in diaguiie, he wm imfriioaed in a eaada of T^npaM 
dvke of Austria. His fkToiirite aunstiei, Bloadel de Merfa, 
having travened an Oermany m search of hii aMMer, at 1 
eaoke to a castlc,in vhkh hefiMuii there vaa only «■• I 
md whose name was UBknown. Sosfweting that he haii \ 
the desired diseovery, he seated himsdtf under a window of the 
prisoner^ apartment; and hegUL a seug, or ode, wUeh fho 
Kit« and himself had formerly composed tofeAcr. Wka»d» 
ptisoner, who was King Riohard, heart the iw^ ha hwwihl 
Blondel m«st be the singer: and when Bioiidel paused aho«t 
the Bsiddle, the King began the vemahider, and aoaipleiBi k. 
The following ode is tv ppu e i to be iMa Jail i imnpa i fw tf Ifcfc 
Ifinstrei and King Riehasd. 



Bound for holy Palestine, 
Nimbly we brush'd the level brine. 
All in azure steel array'd ; 
.O'er the wave our weapons play'd. 
And made the dancing billows glow ; 
High upon the trophied prow. 
Many a warrior-minstrel swung 
His sounding Iiarp, and boldly sung : 

•* Syrian virgins, wail and weep, 
English Richard plouglis the deep ! 
Tremble, watclmien, as ye spy. 
From distant towers, with anxious eye. 
The radiant range of shield and lance 
Down Damascus' hills advance : 
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From Sion's turrets as afar 

Ye ken the march of Europe's war ! 

Saladin, thou payiiim khig, 

From Albion's isle revenge we brings ! 

On Aeon's* spiry citadel. 

Though to the gale thy banners swell, 

Pictur'd with the silver moon ; 

England shall end thy glory soon ! 

In vain, to break our firm array. 

Thy brazen drums hoarse discord bray : 

Those sounds our rising fury fan : 

English Richard in the van. 

On to victory we go, 

A vaunting infidel the foe." 

Blondel led the tuneful band, 

And swept the wire with glowing hand. 

Cyprus, from her rocky mound, 

And Crete, with piny verdure crown'd. 

Far along the smiling main ^ 

Echoed the prophetic strain. 

Soon we kiss'd the sacred earth 
That gave a murder'd Saviour birth ; 
Then, with ardour fresh endued. 
Thus the solemn song renew'd. 

" Lo, the toilsome voyage past. 
Heaven's favour'd hills appear at last ! 
Object of our holy vow, 
We tread the Tyrian valleys now. 
From Carmel's almond-shaded steep 
We ftel the cheering fragrance creep : 

* A city and fortrau of Syvta, notiv eaUed St. John 4'Aere. 

Ee2 
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O'er Eng^ddi's shrubs of balm 
Waves the date-empurpled palm. 
See Lebanon's aspiring head 
Wide his immortal umbrage spread 1 
Hail Calvar>', thou mouotabi hoar^ 
Wet with 'our Redeemer's gore ! 
Ye trampled tombs, ye fanes forlorn, 
Ye stones, by tears of pilgrims worn ; 
Your ravish'd honours to restore. 
Fearless we climb this hostile shore ! 
And thou, the sepulchre of God ! 
By mocking pagans rudely trod. 
Bereft of every awful rite. 
And quench'd thy lamps that beam'd so i 
For thee, from Britain's distant coast, 
Lo, Kichard leads his faithful host ! . 
Aloft in his heroic hand. 
Blazing, like the beacon's brand, 
O'tr the far-affrighted fields, 
Jlesistless Kalibuin* he wields. 
Proud Saracen, pollute no more 
The shrines by martyrs built of yore ! 
From each wild mountain's trackless cro^ 
In vain thy gloomy caslles frown : 
Thy battering eng-ines, huge and high. 
In vain our steel-clad steeds defy ; 
And, rolling in terrific state, 
On g^ant wheels harsh thunders gi*ate. 
When eve has hush'd the buzzing camp. 
Amid the moon-light vapours damp, 

* Kaliburn ii the sword of King Arthur ; which, st Uie 
hntoriant «ay, came into the ponesrioo of Richard the F 
was given by that momrch, in th« eratadet, to Tancrec 
SieiJy, as a royal present of inestimable value, about 
11*0. 8e«lliefiilk>«^Ode. W. 
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Thy necromantic forms, in vain. 
Haunt us on the tented plain : 
We bid those spectre shapes avaunt, 
Ashtaroth, and Terroagaunt ; 
With many a demon, pale of hue, 
Doom'd to drink the bitter dew 
That drops from Macon's sooty tree, 
'Mid the dread grove of ebony. 
Nor magic charms, nor fiends of hell. 
The Christian's holy courage quell. 

** Salem, in ancient majesty 

Arise, and lift thee to the sky ! 

Soon on thy battlements divine 

Shall wave the badge of Constantine. 

Ye barons, to the sun unfold 

Our Gross with crimson wove and gold I" 
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THE GRAVE OF KIKG ARTHUR. 



Kiof Heorj the Seeonli luiving onderttken an  ■|**HiM faMft 
Irdand, tt» supprett a rdKllioo niwd bjr Roderidc, Kiag af 
CoiuMiq^t, eomaumly called (^Connor Don, or ** tke biffwrn 
Monardi of Irdaod,** was entertained, in his pawagit tihnM|^ 
Wales, with the aoogt of the Welch Bards. The aal«eeK of 
their poetry was King Arthor, whose history had beea aafi^ 
gnised by ftboloas inventions, that the pbee of his burial was 
in general scaredy known or remembered. But in one of 
these Wdeh poems, song befiwe Henry, it was redied, that 
King Arthur, after the battle of Ganilan, in Cornwall, was 
interred at Glastonbary Abbey, before the high altar, yet 
without any external macfc or memorial. Afterwards Houy 
risited the abbey, and eommanded the spot, de s ft a e d bf Ae 
Bard, to be opened: when d^i;ging near twenty fisct liecp, 
they found the body, deposited nnder a laige stoae^ iMseAed 
with Art]rar*s name, lliis h the ground-work of iIm felow- 
i0g Ode : bat, for the better accommodation of the story to 
our present purpose, it is told with tome slight var Jiiioos ftom 
die Chronicle ci* Gbutonbory. The canle of Cilganran, where 
this discovery is supposed to have been made, now a romantic 
ruin, stands on a rock descending to the river Teiri, in Pem- 
brokeshire ; and was built by Roger Montgomery, who led 
the van of the Normans at Hastings. W. 



Statelt the feast, and liigh the cheer 
Girt with many an armed peer. 
And canopied with golden pall, 
Amid Cilgarran's ca^e-hall. 
Sublime in formidable state. 
And warlike splendour, Henry sate ; 
Prepared to stain the briny flood 
Of Shannon's lakes with rebel blood. 

• 

Illumining the vaulted roof, 
A thousaDd torches flam'd aloof: 
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From massy cups, with golden gkam 
Sparkled the red metheglin's stream : 
To grace the gorgeous festival^ 
Along the lofty-window'd hall. 
The storied tapestry was himg : 
With minstrelsy the rafters rung * 
CNT harps, that with reflected light 
From the proud gallery glitter'd bright: 
While gifted hards, a rival throng, 
(From distant Mona, nurse of song. 
From Teivi, fring'd with umbrage hrown. 
From Elvy's vale, and Cader's crown. 
From many a shaggy precipice 
That shades lerne's hoarse abyss. 
And many a sunless sohtudo 
Of Radnor's inmost mountains rude,) 
To crown the banquet's solemn close. 
Themes of British glory chose ; 
And to the stringy of various chime 
Attemper'd thus the fabUng rhyme : 

** O'er Cornwall's cliffs the tempest roar'd. 
High the screaming sea-mew soar'd ; 
On Tintaggel's* topmost tower 
Darksome fell the sleety shower ; 
Round the rough castle shrilly sung 
The whirling blast, and wildly flung 
On each tall rampart's thundering side 
The surges of the tumbling tide : 



* Trntagieel or Ttotadgel CMtle, wbere IGng Arthur it mid le 
iMTe been bom, and to have chieBy resided. Some of its huge 
O^gments still remain, on a rocky peniosobi cape, of a prodi< 
giou« declirity towards the sea, and almost initccessible (hmi the 
land side, on the northern eoasts of Cornwall. W. % 
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When Artliup wrng'd his red-cposg rankt 

On conscious C.^mlan's crimson'd banks : 

By Mordred's faithless guile decreed 

Beneath a Saxon spear to bleed ! 

Yet in vain a paynim foe 

Arm'd with fate the mighty blow ; 

For when he fell» an «lfin queen, 

All in secret, and unseen, 

O'er the fainting hero threw 

Her mantle of ambrosial blue ; 

And bade her spirits bear him far, 

In Merlin's agate-axled car. 

To her green isle's enamell'd steep. 

Far in the navel of the deep. 

O'er his wounds she sprinkled dew 

From flowers that in Arabia grew ; 

On a rich inchanted bed 

She pillow'd his majestic head ; 

O'er his brow, with whispers bland, 

Thrice she wav'd an opiate wand ; 

And to soft music's airy sound, 

Her magic curtains clos'd around. 

There, renewed the vital spring, 

Again he reigns a mighty king ; 

And many a fair and fragrant clime, 

Blooming in immortal prime. 

By gales of Eden ever fann'd. 

Owns the monarch's high command : 

Thence to Britain shall return, 

(If right prophetic rolls I learn) 

Borne on Victory's spreading plume, . 

His ancient sceptre to resume ; 

Once more, in old heroic pride, 

l^s barbed courser to bestride ; 
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His knightly table to restore, 

And brave the tournaments of yore " 

They ceas'd ; when on the tuneful stage 

Advanc'd a bard, of aspect sage : 

Ills silver tresses, thin besprent. 

To age a graceful reverence lent ; 

His beard, all white as spangles frore 

That clothe Plinlimmon's forest hoar, 

Down to his harp descending flow'd ; 

With Time's faint rose his features glowM ; 

His eyes diffused a softenM iire. 

And thus he wak'd the warbling wire : 

" Listen, Henry, to my rede ! 

Not from fairy realms 1 lead 

Bright-rob'd Tradition, to relate 

In forged colours Arthur's fate ; 

Though much of old romantic lore 

On the high theme I keep in store : 

But boastful Fiction should be dumb. 

Where Truth the strain might best become. 

If thine ear may still be won 

With songs of Uther's glorious son, 

Henr}% I a tale unfold. 

Never yet in rhyme enroll'd. 

Nor sung nor Uarp'd in hall or bower ; ^ 

Which in my youth's full early flower,*, 

A minstrel, sprung of Cornish line, 

Who spoke of kings from old Locrine, 

Taught me to chant, one vernal dawn. 

Deep in a cliff-encircled lawn. 

What time the glistening vapours fled 

From cloud-envelop'd Clyder's* head j 

* Or GJjder, a moontaiii in CternarvornXute. "^ * 
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And on its sides the torrents gray 
Shone to the morning's orient ray. 

«« When Ardiur bow'd his haagfaty crest^ 

No princess, veil'd in azure vest, 

Snatch'd him, by Merlin's potent spell. 

In groves of golden bliss to dwell ; 

Where, crown'd with wreaths of misletoe, 

Slaugfater'd kings in glory go : 

But when he fell, with winged speed. 

His champions, on a milk-white steed. 

From the battle's hurricane. 

Bore him to Joseph's towered -fane. 

In the fair vale of Avalon :* 

There, with chanted orison. 

And the long blaze of tapers clear. 

The stoled fathers met the bier : 

Tlirough the dim aisles, in order dread 

Of martial woe, the chief they led. 

And deep intomb'd in holy gpround, 

Before t)ie altar's solemn bound. 

Around no dusky banners wave. 

No mouldering trophies mark the grave : 

Away the ruthless Dane has torn 

Each trace that Time's slow touch had worn ; 

And long, o'er the neglected stone, 

ObliviA's^eil its shade has thrown : 

The faded tomb, with honour due, 

'Tis thine, O Henr}% to renew ! 

Thither, when Conquest has restor'd 

Yon recreant isle, and sheath'd the sword, 

* GlastonbaiT Abbey, mid to be fcNinded by Jbtepli of Atim* 
tbet, in a spot UNietitly caUed the idnd, or valley of 
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When Peace with palm has crown'd thy brows. 

Haste thee, to pay thy pilgrim vows, 

There, observant of my lore. 

The pavement's hallowed depth explore ; 

And thrice a fathom underneath 

Dive into the vaults of death. 

There shall thine eye, with wild amaze. 

On his gigantic stature gaze ; 

There shalt thou find the monarch laid, ^ 

All in warrior weeds array'd ; 

Wearing in death his helmet-crown. 

And weapons huge of old renown. 

Martial prince, 'tis thine to save 

From dark oblivion Arthur's grave ! 

So may thy ships securely stem 

The western frilh : thy diadem • 

Shine victorious in the van, 

Nor heed the slings of Ulster's clan : 

Thy Norman pike-men win their way 

Up the dun rocks of Harald's bay :* 

And from the steeps of rough Kildare 

Thy prancing hoofs the falcon scare : 

So may thy bow's unerring yew 

Its shafts in Roderick's heart imbrew."f 

Amid the pealing symphony 
The spiced goblets mantled high ; 
With passion's new the song impress'd 
The listening king's impatient breast : 

* The l»f of Dublin. Harald, or Hanag^er, the Fairhtired, 
King of Norway, if said, in the life of Gryffudh ap Conan, 
Prince of North Wales to have conquered Ireland, and to hare 
founded DuUin. W. < 

t Henry n supposed to hare succeeded in this enterprise chie& 
ly by the use of the long bow, with which the Irish were entirely 
unacquainted. W. 

Vol. XXXIV. F f 
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Flaih the keen lifl^tningi from bit eyei t 
He Hcorni nwhile bii bold empriie t 
Kv'n now lie leemi, with eager pace, 
Tlie coniecrated floor to trace, 
And ope, fW)m its tremendoua gloom. 
The treaaure of the wondrous tomb : 
Kv'n how he burna in thought to rear. 
From its dark bed, the ponderoua apear, 
liough with the gore of Pictiah kinga : 
Kv'n now fond hope hia fancy winga, 
To poiae the monarch'a maaay blade. 
Of magic-temper'd metal made. 
And drag to day the the dinted ahield 
That felt the Hlorm of Camlan'a fteld. 
O'er tlie nepulchre profound 
Ev'n now with arching sculpture crown'd. 
He plan» the chantry's choral Nhrine, 
Tlie daily dirge, and rites divinf*. 



roii Mus/c. 

ON THE 2l) OF JULY, 175], UKINU THE ANXIVeKgiBi 
AVVOlS'lEll II y THi: LATE LUUU I'llEW, UlHUOP iliV 
iJirUHAIvr, l^Ull THE lOMMEMUHATJUN UU UENK¥AV 
JOIIH lo 'JIIK UNIVKHSITV OF OXVUlllt, 



(pulque kttCf riluti'i fHtU, dum viu manelNit ; 
Quiqiif pii vuUtN, M I'hoebo digiiA lucuti ; 
JiivciirHi Hut qui viCHiii t*xculuere per ariei: 
<^uique lui nu'iuorrt hIiui teeerc mereudu ; 
Omnibus hit- VIUGII.. 



Where hIiuII the Muse, that on the sacred shell. 
Of men in arts and arms renown'd. 
The solemn strain de}ic>;htti to swell ; 
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Oh ! where shall Clio choose a race. 
Whom Fame with every laurel, every grace, 
Like those of Albion's envied isles, has crown'd ? 
Daughter and mistress of the sea, 
All-honour'd Albion hail ! 
Where'er thy Commerce spreads the swelling sail, 
Ne'er shall she find a land like thee. 
So brave, so learned, and so free ; 
All-honour'd Albion hail ! 

But in this princely land of all that's good and great. 
Would Clio seek the most distinguish'd seat, 
Most blest, where all is so sublimely blest. 
That with superior grace o'erlooks the rest, 
Like a rich gem in circling gold enshrin'd ; 
Where Isis' waters wind 
Along the sweetest shore. 

That ever felt fair Culture's hands. 
Or Spring's embroider'd mantle wore, 
Lo ! where majestic Oxford stands ; 
Virtue's awful throne ! 
Wisdom's immortal source ! 
Thee well her best belov'd may boastingAlbion own, 
Whence ^ach fair purpose of ingenuous pruse. 
All that in thought or deed divine is deem'd, 
In one unbounded tide, one unremitted course, 

From age to age has still successive stream'd ; 

Where Learning and where Liberty have nurs'd, 

For those that in their ranks have shone the first. 
Their most luxuriant growth of ever-blooming bays. 

In ancient days, when she, the Queen endued 

With more than female fortitude, 
Bonduca led her painted ranks to fight ; 
Oft times, in adamantine arms array'd, 
Pallas descended from the realms o{ Vk|^Vt» 
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Impenal Britoneise ! thy kindred aid. 

As once, all-glowing from the well-fought day. 

The Goddeu sought a cooUng stream. 
By chance, inviting with their glassy gleam. 
Fair Isis' waters flow'd not far away. 
Eager she view'd the wave, 

On the cool bank she bar'd her breast, 
To the soft gale her locks ambrosial gave ; 

And thus the watery nymph address'd: 
" Hear, gentle nymph, whoe'er thou art. 
Thy sweet refreshing stores impart : 
A goddess from thy mossy hnskk 
Asks of thy crystal stream to drink: 
Lo ! Pallas asks the friendly gift. 
Thy coral-crowned tresses lift. 
Rise from the wave, propitious power, 
O listen from thy pearly bower.*' 

Her accents Isis* calm attention caught, 

As lonesome in her secret cell. 
In evef -varying hues, as mimic fancy taught. 

She rang*d the many-tinctur'd shell : 
Then from her work arose the Njiis mild ; 

She rose, and sweetly smiPd 

"With many a level)' look. 

That whisper'd soft consent : 
She smilM, and gave the gt)ddt:ss in her flood 
To dip her casque, though dy'd in recent blood; 
While Pallas, as the boon she took. 
Thus pour'd the grateful sentiment : 
" For this, thy flood the fairest name 
Of all Britannia's streams shall glide, 
Best favourite of the sons of fame. 
Of every tuneful breast the pride : 
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For on thy borders, bounteous queen, 
Where now the cowslip paints the green 

With unregarded grace. 
Her ^anton herds where nature feeds, 
As lonesome o'er the breezy reeds 

She bends her silent pace ; 
L,o ! there, to wisdom's Goddess dear, 
A far-fam'd city shall her turrets rear. 
There all her force shall Pallas prove ; 
Of classic leaf with every crown. 
Each olive, meed of old renown. 
Each ancient wreath, which Athens wove, 
I'll bid her bl6omipg bowers abound ; 
And Oxford's s&cced seats shall tower 
To thee, mild Nais of the flood, 
T^e trophy of ray gratitude ! 

llie temple of my power !" 

Nor was the pious promise vain ; 
Soon illustrious Alfred came, [pMi. 

And pitch'd fair Wisdom's tent on Isis' plenteous 
Alfred, on thee shall all the Muses wait, 
Alfred, majestic name. 
Of all our praise the spring ! 
Thee all thy sons shall sing, 
Deck'd with the martild and civic wreath : 
In notes most awful shall the trumpet breathe 
To thee, g^eat Romulus of Learning's richest state ! 
Nor Alfred's bounteous hand alone, 
Oxford, thy rising temples own : 
Soon many a sage munificent. 
The prince, the prelate, laurel-crowned crowds 
Their ample bounty lent 
To build the beauteous monument, 
That Pallas vow'd. 
Ff2 
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And now she Hfts her head fubiimey 
Majestic in the moM of time ( 
Nor wants there Graecia's better part, 
Afid the proud piles of ancient art. 
Whose fretted spires, with ruder hand, 
WunBet and Wickham braTely pUnn'd ; 
Nor decent doric to dispense 
New charms mid old magnificence ; 
And here and there soft Corinth weaves 
Her daedal coronet of leaves } 1^^$ 

While, as with rival pride^their towers iiiTade the 
Radcliffe and Bodley seem to vie» 
Which shall deserve the forenoHt place. 
Or gothic strength or attic grat«. 
O Isis ! ever will I chant thy praise^ 
Not that thy sons have struck the golden lyre 
With hands most skilful ; have their brows entwin'a 
With every fairest flower of Helicon, 
The sweetest swans of all the' harmonious choir ; 

And bade the musing mind 
Of every science pierce the pathless ways. 
And from the rest the wreath of wisdom won: 
But that thy sons have dar'd to feel 
For Freedom's cause a sacred zeal ; 
With British breast, and patriot pride. 
Have still Corruption's cup defied ; 
In dangerous days untaught to fear. 
Have held the name of honour dear. 

But chief on this illustrious day. 
The Muse her loudest Paeans loves to pay. 
Erewhile she strove with accents weak 
In vain to build the lofty rhyme ; 
At length, by better days of bounty cheered. 
She dares unfold her wing. 
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Hail hour of transport most sublime ! 

In which, the man rever'd. 
Immortal Crew commands to sing. 
And gives the pipe to breathe, the string to speak. 

Blest prelate, hail J 
Most pious patron, most triumphant theme ! 

From whose auspicious hand 
On Isis' towers new beauties beam, 
New praise her Nursing Fathers gain; 
Immortal Crew ! 
Blest prelate, hail ! 
FiV'n now fir'd Fancy sees thee lead 
To Fame's high-seated fane 

The shouting band ! 
O'er every hallow'd head 
Fame's choicest wreaths she sees thee spread ; 
Alfred superior smiles the solemn scene to view ; 
And bids the Goddess lift 

Her loudest trumpet to proclaim, 
O Crew ! thy consecrated gift. 
And echo with his own, in social strains, thy ivame. 



ON 

HIS MAJESrrS BIRTH^DAY, 1785. 

Amid the thunder of the war. 
True Glory guides no echoing car ; 
Nor bids the sword her bays bequeath, 
Nor stains with blood her brightest wreath ; 
No plumed hosts her tranquil triumphs own ; 
Nor spoils of murder'd multitudes she brings, 
To swell the state of her distinguish'd kings. 
And deck her chosen throne. 
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' On that fair throne, to Britain dear. 
With the flowering olive twin'd. 
High she hang^ the hero's spear. 
And there with all the palms of peace combin'd, 
Her unpolluted hands the milder trophy rear. 
To kings like these, her genuine theme. 
The Muse a blameless homage pays ; 
To George, of king^ like these supreme, 
She wishes honoured length of days. 
Nor prostitutes the tribute of her lays. 

'Tis his to bid neglected genius glow. 
And teach the regal bounty bow to flow. 

His tutelary sceptre's sway 

The vindicated arts obey, 
And hail their patron king ; 

'Tis his to judgment's steady line 

Their flights fantastic to confine, 
And yet expand their wing ; 
The fleeting forms of fashion to restrain. 
And bind capricious Taste in Truth's eternal chain. 

Sculpture, licentious now no more. 

From Greece her great example takes ; 

With Nature's warmth the marble wakes. 

And spurns the toys of modern lore : 

In native beauty simply plann'd, 

Corinth, thy tufted shafts ascend ; 

The Graces guide the painter's hand. 

His magic mimicry to blend. 

While such the g^fts his reign bestows. 

Amid the proud display. 
Those gems around the tlirone he throws. 

That shed a softer ray ; 
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WhUo from the Mmmiu of Miblimt Known 
He waAk his flivoiir*i univemi ipile, 
With thuM tweet flowen he bin«*ii a crown, 
TliAt bhiom in Virtue's liiimhle vele i 
M'ith rich munifioenoe the nuptial tie 
Unbroken he oombinet, 
('ona|iiououi in n nntion't eye 
T\w monad pattern aliinea. 
Pftjr Boienoe to rrfonn, rowirdi ami raise, 
I'o Mpreail the lustre of domestiu praise. 
To foster BmiHatlon's holy Aame, 
To builil Hmuety'a nujcstio fhMne, 
Mankiml to polish, and to teaoh, 

He this the monaroh's aim i 
Above Ambition's giant rpach 
The monarob'i meed to claim. 
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THE J^'EW VRAR, 178(>. 

" I) R All to Jove, a genial isle 
Crowntt the broad Atlantic wavet 
The seasons there in mild assemblage smile, 
And vernal bh>sHoms clothe thu fVuitfVd ])rimc . 
There, in many a iVagrunt cave. 
Dwell the Hpirits of the brave, 
And braid witii amaranth tlioir brows Hublime i — ** 

Ho fcign'd tlie (irecian banls, of yore i 
And vcilM in Kuble's funcy^woven vest 

A viiiiunury shure, 
Thttl fttintly gjeamM on their prophetic eye 
Thruu^U the dark vohime of futurltv '• 
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Nor knew that in the brigbt attire they drett'd 

Albion, the gpreen-hair'd heroine of the West; 
Ere yet she claim'd old Ocean's hig^ command, 
And snatch'd the trident from the Tyrant's hand. 

Vainly flow'd the mystic rhyme !— 
Mark the deeds from a§^ to a^ 
That fill her trophy-pictur'd page : 

And see, with all its strength, untam'd by time, 
Still glows her valour's veteran rage. 
O'er Galpe's* cliffs, and steepy towers 
When stream'd the red snlphareous abowers. 

And Death's own hand the dread artillery threw. 
IVhile far along the midnight main 

Its glaring arch tl|e flaming volley drew ; 
How trittmph'd Elliot's patient train. 
Baffling their vain confederate foes ; 

And met the' unwonted fight's terrific form ; 

And hurling back the burning war, arose 
Superior to the fiery storm ! 

Is there an ocean that forgets to roU, 
Beneath the torpid pole. 

Nor to the brooding tempest heaves ? 
Her hardy keel the stubborn billow cleaves. 
The rugged Neptune of the wintry brine 
In vain his adamantine breast-plate wears : 

To search coy Nature's guarded mine. 
She bursts the barriers of the' indignant ice; 
O'er sunless bays the beam of Science bears : 
And rousing far around the polar deep. 

Where Drake's bold ensigns fear'd to sweep. 
She sees new nations fiock to some fell sacrifice. 

• GilMnUtar. 
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5!he speodii, At George*! sage oommftncl. 
Aooiety fVom deep to deep, 

And xone to xono mIic biiuU ( 
Ki'oin ihore to ulior^, o'er every land, 
Tito gulden cliftin of commerce windv. 

Mrantime Iter pfttriot carvn ri]>lore 
Her own rioh woof* exluuitlcM Htorc , 
Ifer native flf*ece new fervour fecltt. 
And wttkenn nil it* whirling wheoln, 
And mockM the riilnbow*H mdiiuit d>o : 
More wide the Uboum of the loom ihe iprcftdtfj 
In Arnirr tinndi domeMtc commerce weds. 
And ntlU her Hiiter-iile to iihare the tie : 

Nor hecdH the violence that broke 
Prom iUlikl realmii her old pare ntiU yoke ! 

Iter ciiieH, thron)f*d with mnny an Attic dome. 
Aiik not the bunnerM bmilion, maaay proof: 

Firu) aN the CHittle'M feudal roof, 
SlttuiU the Hi'itdh'H Mooiid home.— 
ilenr, (iuul, of Kii^lund*M liberty the lot ! 
Hi^ht, Older, Law, protect her MimpleMt plain: 
Nor Ncorn to ^vo^i'd tli<; Hliepherd'n nightly fuhl, 

And wuteh iiround the forcat cot. 

With rouNciouH etM'tainty, the Hwain 

(;ive;( to the (ground Iun trutited ffraln, 
With ett^er hopu the reddening harveat eyea; 

And chilmH tlte ripu uutumnul gold, 
The meed of toll, of indwatry the prize. 
Tor ourH the King, who bouatN u purcnt'a praiae, 

Whosr bund the jieoplc'n w.eptre awayai 
Oui'ri In the Senate, not a H])ce.ioua name, 
Whohe aetive plana pervade the civil iVamo : 
Where bold debate itH nobleat war dvH\\Vv^>j^^ 



'MH niiRi. 

Ami, in the kindling ttrife^ unlockt tlie tide 

of nmnlicit clmitienrr, Mid rolle the tornsnt wide. 

Ilrncc then, ewM vain complaint, uw9y, 

Knc.h CRplioit* (loiiht» nud Cftiitioiii fcftrt 
Nor bliMt UiR new-born year, 
ThMt ftnxioiu wiiitii (he Hpring'f ilow-iilioiHing ny: 
Nor deem thnt Albion's honutini ccMe to bloom. 

With cftndid gUnee, the' imiVMlial Muie^ 

liivokM on thiM Aimpirion* morn, 
'I'hr present ncftnii, the di»t«n( ncenc puraocfy 
And breaku Opinion'^ •peciilalire gloom: 
interpreter of agcM yet tinborni 
Full right Nile NpelU the cliAmcteni of V$te, 
riiMt Albion iitill nhttll keep her wonted iitate I 

Hi ill in rtenifll nXnry nUiur, 

(M* Victory the He;i«beiit iihrinc) 

'III** Hoiirr.e of I'Very Hplendid art, 
*.)fol<l, of future worl<U, the univeraal mart. 
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///.v M.uiisrrs at urn- day, trno. 

Wiii-.v rrniloiri iiun/d her native fire 

hi ;ui(iriit tii*rri<-, urid nilM Ih" lyre j 
lit r liurdi, 'liudriinliil, from the tyrtint^B brow 

'ri»r- liiHw I ^iftf* ni' flattfry lore. ; 
\Uii puid to (nitltlcM; |)ower th':ir willing vow 

And to (liir throne of virtiiouH kiiif^H, 
iriiipf-riiiff the tone of th' ir viiMlif:tive ntringii. 

From tniih*ii iinprontituted Mop*, 
7)i'- rnijfraiit. wrcMli of (;raiulMt'ioii bore. 
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* TwM thus Alcaut iinoto the manly chord i 

And Pindnr on the Periian Lord 

His notes of indignation hurl'd* 
And Hpiim'd the minstrel ahives of eaatem away» 
From trembling Tliebei extorting oonioiotAiahame -, 
But o'er the diadem, by Weedom's flame 
IlluniM, the banner of renown unfVirl'd: 

Thus to his lliero decreed, 
'Mongst the bold chieftains of the Pythian game, 
The lirightest verdure of Castalla's bay t 

And gave an ampler meed 
(H* Pisan palms, than in the field of Fame 
Were wont to crown the car's victorious speed : 
And liailM his sceptred champion's patriot leal, 
Who mixM the monarch's with the people's weal ; 

From civil plans who olaim'd applause, 
And train'd obedient realms to Rpartan laws. 

And he, sweet master of the Doric oat, 

'rheocritiiM, forsook awhile 

The gMccs of his pastoral isle, 

Tliu lowing vale, the bleating cote, 

The cluNtcni on the sunny steep, 

And Pan's own umbrage, dark and deep, 

The caverns hung witii ivy-twine. 

The cliffs that wavM witli oak and pine, 

And ^Una's hoar romantic pile : 

Aii«l cnught the boUl Homeric note, 

tn stately sounds exalting high 

The reign of bounteous Ptolemy : 

lake the plenty -teeming tide 

Of his own Nile's redundant flooil. 

O'er the chcer'd nations, far and wide, 
DifTuMing opulence and public good i 
Vol.. XXXIV. U K 



350 0SK8. 

While in the richly warbled lays 
Was blended Berenice's name ; 
Pattern fidr of female fame. 
Softening with domestic life 
Imperial splendour's dazzling rays^ 
The queen, the mother, and the wife ! 

To deck with honour due this festal day, 
O for a strain from these sublimer bards ! 
Who firee to grant, yet fearless to refuse 
Their awful suffrage, with impartial aim 
Invok'd the jealous panegyric Muse ; 
Nor, but to genuine worth's severer claim. 

Their proud distinction deign'd to pay. 
Stem arbiters of glory's bright awards ! 

For peerless bards like these alone. 

The bards of Greece might best adorn. 
With seemly song the Monarch's natal mom ; 
Who, thron'd in the magnificence of peace. 

Rivals their richest regal theme ; 

Who rules a people like their own. 

In arms, in polish'd arts supreme ; 

Who bids his Britain vie with Greece. 
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THE JSTEW TEAR, 1787. 

Iir rough magnificence array'd. 
When ancient Chivalry display'd 
The pomp of her heroic games ; 
And crested chiefs, and tissued dames. 
Assembled, at the clarion's call. 
In some proud castle's high-arch'd hall. 
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To grace romantic glory^s genial rites : 
Associate of the gorgeous festiya]. 
The Minstrel struck his kindred string. 
And told of many a steel-clad King, 
Who to the tumey train'd his hardy knights ; 
Or bore the ra^ant red-cross shield 
Mid the bold peers of Salem's field ; 
Who travers'd pagan climes to quell 
The wizard foe's terrific spell ; 
In rude afiraysAmtaught to fear 
The Saracen's gigantic spear. 
The listening champions fish the ftbling rhyme 
With fiury trappings fraught, and shook thdr 
plumes sublime. 

Such were the themes of regal pndse 
Dear to the Bard of elder days ; 
The songs, to savage virtue dear. 
That won of yore the public ear ! 
Ere PoUty, sedate and sage. 
Had quench'd the fires of feudal rage. 
Had stem'd the torrent of eternal strife. 
And charm'd to rest an unrelenting age.*— 
No more, in formidable state. 
The castle shuts its thundering gate ; 
New colours suit the scenes of soften'd life ; 
No more, bestriding barbed steeds. 
Adventurous Valour idly bleeds : 
And now the Bard in alter'd tones 
A theme of worthier triumph owns ; 
By social imagery beguii'd ; 
He moulds his harp to manners mild ; 
Nor longer waves the wreath of war alone. 
Nor hails the hostile forms that grac'd the gothic 
throne. 
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And now he tunes his plausive lay 
To Kings, who plant the civic bay ; 
Who choose the patriot sovereign's part. 
Diffusing commerce, peace, and art : 
Who spread the virtuous pattern wide. 
And triumph in a nation'^ pride ; 
Who seek coy Science in her cloistered noolc. 
Where Thames, yet rural, rolls an artless tide ; 
Who love to view the vale divine,* 
Where revel Nature and the'^Nine, 
And clustering towers the tufted grove o'erlook ; 
To Kings, who rule a filial land. 
Who claim a People's vows and pray^ 
Should Treason arm the weakest hand Ff 
To these his heartfelt praise he bears. 
And with new rapture hastes to greet 
This festal mom, that longs to meet. 
With luckiest auspices, the laughiQjg Spring; 
And opes her glad career, with blessings on her 
wing! 
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The noblest Bards of Albion's chcur 

Have struck of old this festal lyre. 

Ere Science, struggling oft in vain. 

Had dar'd to break her gothic chain. 
Victorious Edward gave the vernal bough 
Of Britain's bay to bloom on Chaucer's brow ; 
Fir'd with the gift, he changed to sounds sublime 
His Norman minstrelsy's discordant chime ; 

* NanetuuHfiietr Osfbrd, the leat of (be Earl of lUrwurt. 
t AUoriTe to • inanuie*! attempt on tbe Kiof *i Ufb. 
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In tones majestic hence he told 
The banquet of Cambuscan bold ; 
And oft he sung (howe'er the rhyme 
Has moulder'd to the touch of time) 
His martial master's knightly board. 
And Arthur's ancient rites restored ; 
The prince in sable steel that sternly frown'd» 
And Gallia's captive king, and Cressy's wreath 
renown'd. 

"Won from the shepherd's simple meed. 

The whispers wild of Mulla's reed, 

Sage Spenser wak'd his lofty lay 

To grace Eliza's golden sway : 
(Ver the proud theme new lustre to diffuse, 
He chose the gorgeous allegoric Muse, 
And call'd to life old Uthers' elfin tale. 
And rov'd through many a necromantic vale ; 

Pourtraying chiefs that knew to tame 

The goblin's ire, the dragx>n's flame. 

To pierce the dark enchanted hall. 

Where Virtue sate in lonely thrall. 
From fabling Fancy's inmost store 
A rich romantic robe he bore ; 

A veil with visionary trappings hung, , 
And o'er his Virgin Queen the fairy texture flung. 

At length the matchless Dryden came, 

To light the Muses' clearer flame ; 

To lofty numbers gprace to lend. 

And streng^li with melody to blend ; 
To triumph in the bold career of song. 
And roll the' unwearied energy along. 
Does the mean incense of promiscuous praise, 
Do«s servile feti^ disgrace his regal bays ? 

Gg 2 
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nil partial homafre, tiin*d to kings I 
Be m'tntt to catch hi^ nianlicr chord, 
Th»t painti the' ttnpBmioiiM Penian lord» 
Hy jclory flrM, to pity aued, 
KouiM to revenge, by love aubdued i 
And atill, with tranipurt new, the itraina to 
trac«*, [vaie. 

That chant tho Theban pair, and Tanorcd'a deadly 

Had these blent Hards boon callM, to pay 
The* vows of thin auspicidUN day, 
Each had confcss'd a fairer throne, 
A mightier sovereign than his own f 
Chaucer had made his hero monarch yield 
The inariial fame of Creasy 's well fought Held 
To peaceful prowess, and the conquests calm, 
That braid the sceptre with thr patriot's palm: 
His chaplcls of funtastic bloom, 
His colouringH, wumt from Fiction's loom, 
Hpcrnscr hod cast in scorn away, 
And (Icck'd with truth alone the lay { 
All real here, the Hard tmd seen 
The fflories of his pictur'd Queen ! 
The liincftil Drydcn had not fluttered here. 
His lyre had blameless been, his tribute all sincere ' 
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liunR was the pile, and massy proof, 
That ftrst uprear'd iu haughty roof 
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On Windsor's brow sublime, in warlike state : 

The Norman* tyrant's jealous hand 

The giant fabric proudly plann'd : 

With recent victory elate, 
" On this majestic steep, (he cried) 
A regal fortress, threatening wide, 

Shall spread my terrors to the distant hills ; 
Its formidable shade shall throw 

Far o'er the broad expanse below^ 

Where winds yon mighty flood, and amply fills 
With flowery verdure, or with golden grain. 
The fairest fields that deck my new domain ! 

And London's towers, that reach the watch- 

man's eye, [sky." 

Shall see with conscious awe my bulwark climb the 

Unchanged, through many a hardy race. 
Stood the rough dome in sullen grace ; 

•Still on its angry front defiance frown'd : 
Though monarchs kept their state within. 
Still murmur'd with the martial din 
The gloomy gateway's arch profound ; 
And armed forms, in airy rows. 
Bent o'er the battlements their bows, 

A.nd blood-stain'd banners crown'd its hostile head ; 
And oft its hoary ramparts wore 
The rugged scars of conflict sore ; 

What time, pavilion'd on the neighbouring mead, 
The' indignant Barons rang'd in bright array 
Their feudal bands, to curb despotic sway : 
And leagu'd a Briton's birthright to restore, 

FromJohn's reluctant grasp the roll of freedom bore. 

* Williain the First, by whom a catde wu first erected tt 
WUidaor, In order to lerTe u a defence of hii nearly acquired 
power. 
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When lo, the Kingf. that wrealh'd his shield 
"With lilies pluck'd on Cressy's field, [frame !— 
Heav'd from its base the mouldering' Norman 
New glory cloth'd the' exulting steep. 
The portals tower'd with ampler sweep ; 
And Valour's soften'd Genius came. 
Here held his pomp, and trail'd the pall 
Of triumph through the trophied hall ; 
And War was clad awhile in gorgeous weeds ; 
Amid the martial pageantries. 
While Beauty's glance adjudg'd the prize, 
And beam'd sweet influence on heroic deeds. 
Nor long, ere Henry's holy zeal, to breathe 
' A milder charm upon the scenes beneath, 
Kear'd in the watery glade his classic shrine. 
And call'd his stripling squire, to woo the willing 

[Nine. 
To this imperial seat to lend 
Its pride supreme, and nobly blend 
British magnificence with Attic art ; • 
Proud Castle, to thy banner'd bowers 
Lo ! Picture bids her glowing powers 
Their bold historic groups impart : 
She bids the' illuminated pane, 
Along thy lofty-vaulted fane. 
Shed the dim blaze of radiance richly clear.—- 
Still may such arts of Peace engage 
Their Patron's care ! But should the rage 
Of war to battle rouse the new-bom year, 
Britain arise, and wake the slumbering fire ; 
Vindictive dart thy quick-rekindUng ire ! 
Or, arm'd to strike, in mercy spare the foe ; 
And lift thy thundering hand, and then withhold 
the blow ! 
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What native Genius taught the Britons bold 
To guard their sea-girt clifis of old ? 
'Twas Liberty ; she taught disdain 
Of death, of Rome's imperial chain : 
She bade the drui dharp to battle sound. 
In tones prophetic through the gloom profound ' 
Of forests hoar, with holy foliage hung; 
Froin grove to grove the pealing prelude rung : 
Belinus callM his painted tribes around. 
And, rough with many a veteran scar. 
Swept the pale legions with a scythed car» 

While baffled Cxsar fled, to gain 
An easier triumph on Pharsalia's plain ; 
And left the stubborn isle to stand elate 
Amidst a conqner'd world, in lone majestic state ! 

A kindred ^irit soon to Britain's shore 

The sons of Saxon Elva bore ; 

Fraught with the' unconquerable soul. 

Who died, to drain the warrior bowl. 
In that bright Hall, where Odin's gothic throne 
With the broad blaze of brandish'd falchions shone ; 
Where the long roufe rebounded to the din 
Of spectre-chiefs, who feasted far within : 
Yet, not intent on deathful deeds alone. 

They felt the fires of social zeal. 
The peaceful wisdom of the public weal ; 

Though nurs'd in arms and hardy strife, 
They knew to fr«ime the plans of temper'd life ; 
The king's, the people's balanc'd claims to found 
On one eternal base, indissolubly boui\d. 
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Sudden, to shake the Saxons' mild domain, 
Rush'd in rude swarms the robber Dane, 
From frozen wastes, and caverns wildly 
To genial England's scenes beg^'d ; 
And in his clamorous van exulting came 
The demons foul of Famine and of Flame : 
Witness the sheep-clad summits, roughly crown'd 
With many a frowning foss and airy mound. 
Which yet hid desultory march proclaim !— 

Nor ceas'd the tide of gore to flow. 
Till Alfred's laws allur'd die' intestine foe ; 

And Harold calm'd his headlong rage 
To brave Achievement, and to counsel sage ; 
For oft in savage breasts the buried seeds 
Of brooding virtue live, and freedom's furest deeds ! 

But see, triumphant o'er the southern wave. 
The Norman sweeps ! — Though first he gave 
New grace to Britain's naked phun. 
With Arts and Manners in his train ; 
And many a fane he rear'd, that still sublime 
In massy pomp has mock'd the stealth of time ; 
And castle fair, that, slript of half its tow'rs. 
From some broad steep in shatter*d glory lowers : 
Yet brought he slavery from a softer clime; 

Each eve, the curfeu's notes severe 
(That now but soothes the musing poet's ear) 

At the new tyraift's stern command, 
Warn'd to unwelcome rest a wakeful land; 
While proud Oppression o'er the ravish'd field 
High rais'd his armed hand, and shook the feudal 
shield. 

Stoop'd then that Freedom to despotic sway. 
For wVuch uv Tcv^xvy a fierce affray 
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The Britons bold, t]ie Saxons bled. 

His Danish jarelins Leswin led 
0*er Hastingfs' plain, to stay the Norman yoke ? 
She felt, but to resist, the sudden stroke : 
The tyrant baron g^asp'd the patriot steel. 
And taught the tyrant-king its force to feel ; 
And quick revenge the reg^ bondage broke. 

And still, unchang'd and uncontroll'd. 
Its rescued rights shall the dread empire hold : 
For lo, revering Britain's cause,. 

A King new lustre lends to native laws. 

The sacred Sovereign of this festal day 
On Albion's old renown reflects a kindred ray ! 



FOR 

HIS MAJESTY'S BIRTHDATy 1789. 

As when the demon of the summer-storm 
Walks forth the noontide landscape to d^orm. 
Dark g^ws the vale, and dark the distant g^ve. 
And thick the bolts of angry Jove 
Athwart the watery welkin glide. 
And streams the' aerial torrent far and wide : 
If by short fits the struggling ray 
Should dart a momentary day. 
The' illumin'd mountain ^ows awhile. 
By faint degrees the radiant glance 
Purples the' horizon's pale expanse. 
And gilds the gloom with hasty smile ! 
Ah ! fickle smile, too swiftly past ! 
Again resounds the sweeping blast. 
With hoarser din the demon howls ; 
Again the blackening concave acovi\s *. 
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Siuldcii the sliatlci of the meriilian niglil 
\ii-1cl to tlie triumph of rekindling lights 
The reddening mm regaini his golden sway, 
And Nature stands reveai'd in all her bright arrav 

Such was the changeful conflicts tliat poaiesa'd 
\\"i\\\ trembling tumult every Hrltish breast» 
When Aibioni towering in the Tan sublime 
Of Glory's march, from clime to clime 
Knvied, belov'd, rever'd, renown'd, 
ller brows with every blissful chaplet bound, 
When, in her mid career of state. 
She fi'lt her monarch's awful fate ! 
Till Mercy from the' Almighty throne 
Look'd down on man, and waving wide 
llcr wroath, that. In the rainbow dyed. 
With hues of »of\cn'd lustre shone, 
And bi-iHJing from her sapphire cloud 
O'er ri'gal j^ricf Ix-nignant bow'd ; 
To transport t'lni'd a people's fears. 
And Atsy'd a people's tide of tears ; 
Iladc this blest duwn with beams auspicious spring. 
With hope serene, with healing on its wing ; 
And i^ave u Sovereign o'er a grateful land 
AgAiii with vigorous grasp to stretch the sceptrc^l 
hand. 

O favourM King ! what rapture more refin'd. 
What ntightier joy can fill the human mind, 
Than vhut llic monarch *s conbcious bosom feek, 
At whose dread throne a nation kneels. 
And hails its father, friend, and lord, 
To life's career, to patriot sway rcstor'd ; 
And bids the loud responsive voice 
Of unioa all around rejoice .' 
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For thus to the« when Britons how, 
Wann and spontaneous from the heart. 
As late their tears, their transports stai^ 
And Nature dictates Duty's tow. 
To thee, recailM to sacred health. 
Did the proud citjr's lavish wealth. 
Did crowded streets alone display 
The long-drawn blaze, the festal ray f 
Meek Poverty her scanty cottage grac'd. 
And flung her gleam across the lonely waste ! 
The' exulting isle in one wide triumph strove* 
One social sacrifice of reverential love ! 

Such pure unprompted praise do kingdoms pfty, ^ 

Such willing zeal, to thrones of lawless sway.' 

Ah ! how unlike the vain, the venal lore, 
To Latian rulers dealt of yore» 
O'er guilty pomp and hated power 
When streamed the sparkling panegyric shower ; 

And slaves^ to sovereigns unendear'd. 

Their pageant trophies coldly reared ! 

For are the charities, that blend 

Monarch with man* to tyrants known f 

The tender ties, that to the throne 

A mild domestic glory lend. 

Of wedded love the league sincere. 

The virtuous consort's faithful tear } 

Nor this the verse, that flattery brings, 

Kor here I strike a Syren's strings ; [Muic 

Here kindling with her country's warmth, th* 

Her country's proud triumphant theme pursues ; 

Ev'n needless here the tribute of her lay ! 
Albion the g^land gives on this distinguished cUvi 

Vot. XXXIV. H h 
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WiTHiir what fountain's crag^gy ceU 
Delights the goddess Health to dweU, 
Where from the rig^d roof distils 
Her richest stream in steely rills ? 
What mineral gems intwine her humid locks r 
Lo ! sparkling high from potent springy 
To Briton's sons her cup she brings ! — 
Romantic Matlock ! are thy tufted rocks. 
Thy fring'd declivities, the dim retreat 
Where the coy nymph hasfix'd her favourite seat. 
And hears, reclin'd along the thunderiqg shore. 
Indignant Darwent's desultory tide 
His rugged channel rudely chide, 
Darwent, whose shaggy wreath is stain'd with 
Danish gore ? — 

Or does she dress her naiad-cave 
With coral spoils from Neptune's wave. 
And hold short revels wiUi Uie train 
Of nymphs that tread the neighbouring" maiii; 
And from the cliflTs of Avon's cavern'd side 
Temper the balmy beverage pure. 
That, fraught with drops of precious cure. 
Brings back to trembling hope the drooping bride, 
That in the virgin's cheek renews the rose. 
And wraps the eye of pain in quick repose. 
While oft she climbs the mountain's shelving 

steeps, 
And calls her votaries wan to catch the gale. 
That breathes o'er Ashton's elmy vale. 
And from the Cambrian hills the billowy Sereni 
sweeps \ — 
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Or broods the n3nnph with watchful wing 

O'er ancient Badon's roystic spring. 

And speeds from its sulphureous source 

The steamy torrent's secret course. 
And fans the' eternal sparks of hidden fire. 

In deep unfathom'd beds below 

By Bladud's magic taught to glow, 
Bladud, high theme of Fancy's gothic lyre ? — 
Or opes the healing power her chosen fount 
In the rich veins of Malvern's ample mount. 
From whose tall ridge the noontide wanderer 
views 

Pomona's purple realm, in April's pride. 
Its blaze of bloom expanding wide. 
And waving gloves array'd in Flora's fairest hues ? — 

Haunts she the scene, where Nature lowers 
O'er Buxton's heath in lingering sbow'rs ?— 
Or loves she more, with sandal fleet 
In matin dance the nymphs to meet. 
That on the flowery marge of Chelder play ? 
Who, boastful of the stately train, 
That deign'd to g^ce his simple plain, 
LAte with new pride along his reedy way 
Bore to Sabrina wreathes of brighter hue, 
And mark'd his pastoral urn with emblems new. — 
Howe'er these streams ambrosial may detain 
Thy steps, O genial Health ! yet not alone 
Thy gifts the naiad sisters own ; 
Tliine too the briny flood, and Ocean's hoar domain. 

JUid lo, amid the watery roar 
In Thetis* car she skims the shore, 
Where Portland's brows, imbattled high 
With rocks, in rugged majesty 
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Frown o'er the billows, and the itcrm refttnin« 
She beckons Britain's sceptred pail> 
Her treasures of the deep to share !— > 
Hail theh, on this glad mom, the mighty midn ! 
Which lends the boon divine of lengthened days 
To those who wear the noblest regml bajrs : 
That mighty main, which on its conscious tide 
Their boundless commerce pours on erety ^&mt, 
Their dauntless banner bears sublime ; 
And wafts their pomp of war» and ipreada tMr 
thund^ wide ! 
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WBITTBK AT WIirSLADB, IK HAXPSHTIlB. 

[VSLADE, thy beech-capt hills, with waving grain 
intled, thy chequer'd views of wood and lawn, 
bilom could charm, or when the gradual dawn 
in the g^y mist with orient purple stain. 
Evening glimmer'd o'er the folded train : 
!r fairest landscapes whence my Muse has drawn, 
o free with servile courtly phrase to fawn, 
o weak to try the buskin's stately strain : 
t now no more thy slopes of beech and cdm, 
>T views invite, since he* far distant strays, 
ith whom I trac'd their sweets at eve and mom, 
9m Albion far, to cull Hesperian bays ; 
this alone they please, howe'er forlorn, 
at still they can recal those happier days. 



lEif late the trees were stript by Winter pale, 
ung Health, a dryad maid in vesture green, 
like the forest's silver-quiver'd queen, 
airy uplands met the piercing gale ; 
d, ere its earliest echo shook the vale, 
itching the hunter's joyous horn was seen, 
t since, gay thron'd in fiery chariot sheen, 
mroer has smote each daisy-dappled dale ; 

• Hu brother. Dr. JoMph Wartoiu 
H h 2 
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she to the cave retires, high arcUM benemth 
I'he fount that laves proud Isis* towery brim : 
And now, all glad the temperate air to breathe* 
While cooling drops distil from arches dim. 
Binding her dewy locks with aedgy wreath, 
She sits amid the quire of Naiads trim. 



WalTTSir IV A BLANK LEAF OF llV01»AtB*S 
HOT! ASTI coir. 

Dkem not devoid of elegance the sage. 

By Fancy'd genuine feelings unbeguil'd^ 

Of painful pedantry the poring child; 

Who turns, of these proud domes, the* historic page, 

Now Hunk by Time, and Henry*! fiercer rage.* 

Thiiik'tft thou {he warbling Muses never amii'd 

On 1)18 lone hoiiFHp Ingenuous views engage 

II'iH :liou)^bt.9, on tlicmes, unclossic falsely styl'd, 

Intent. Wliile clo'iHti-rM Piety displays 

Her mouldering roll, the piercing eye explores 

New manners, anrl the poinj) of elder days, 

Whence cuIIh the pensiive bard his pictured storef. 

Nor rough, nor barren arc the winding ways 

Of boar Antiquity, but strown with flowers. 



WRirTE^I AT STOHEUBITUa. 

Thou nobh st monument of Albion's isle ! 
Whether by Merlin's aid from Scythia's shore 
To \mber*a fatal plain Pentlragon bore, 
Huge frame of giant handit, the mighty pile, 

* DiMoluiion of the nwMstctfef under Bewy VIII. 
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To' entomb his Britons slain by Hengisf s guile : 
Or Draid.priests, sprinkled with human g^re. 
Taught 'mid thy massy maze their mystic lore : 
Or Dani^ chiefs, enrich'd with savag^e spoil. 
To Victory's idol vast, an unhewn shrine, 
Rear'd the rude heap : or, in thy hallow'd round, 
Bepose the king^ of Brutus' genuine line ; 
Or here those king^ in solemn state were crownM : 
Studious to trace thy wondrous origine. 
We muse on many an ancient tale renown'd. 



WBITTEH APTSB aSEIKO WILTOH-HOUSE. 

Fboh Pembroke's princely dome, where mimic Art 

Decks with a magic hand the dazzling bow'rs. 

Its living hues where the warm pencil pours, 

And breathing forms from the rude marble start. 

How to life's humbler scene can I depart ! 

My breast all glowing from these gorgeous tow'rs, 

In my low cell how cheat the sullen hours ! 

Vain the complaint : for Fancy can impart 

(To fate superior, and to Fortune's doom) 

Whate'er adorns the stately storied hall : 

She, mid the dungeon's solitary gloom. 

Can dress the graces in their Attic pall : 

Bid the green landscape's vernal beauty bloom ; 

And in bright trophies clothe the twihght wall. 



^ TO MR. GRAY, 



Not that her blooms are mark'd with beauty's hUe, 
My rustic Muse her votive chaplet brings ; 
tJnseen, unheard, O Gray, to thee she sings ! — 
While slowly pacing through the churchyard dew, 
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At curfew tifne» benefttli the dark grten yew, 
Thy pfrtiMve gcniiiii fttrtkes the moral ttritip; 
(>r home Mihhme on InHpiratton'a wingi* 
llcurN Cambria'* hanls devote tlie dreadful clue 
Of Kd ward's raee, with murdera foul deftl'd i 
Clin aiii^ht my pipe to reach thine ear eiiay f 
No, hard diiriiie ! For many a care bcipiil'd 
lly the Nweet magic of thy Koothing lay* 
Por many a raptur'd tliOught, and viMon wild. 
To tliec this atrain of gratitude I pay. 



Wnilk Numm(rr Muni o'er the gay proapcct p1«yM, 
Through Hurry's verdant Menei, where Epfoin 

Hprc'utU 
Mid iiitrrmingling elms her flowery meadai 
AikI llHUfrornhc's hill, in towering grovea array'd, 
Uf-arM ilH roniuntir. sleep, with miiiil serene 
I j oil nicy M h lithe. Full pensive i rctuvi'd ; 
For now my breast with hopeh'ss passion bum'd, 
Wrt with hour iiiisls uppear'd the gaudy scene, 
Wliieli lute in enreless indolence I pass'd i 
And Auttiinn uU iiround those hues had cast 
Where pust delight my recent grief might trace. 
Snd eliufige, thut Nutiire u congeniul gloom [chssc, 
Should wear, when most, my eheerleiuf mcKid to 
I wisli'd her green ultiie, und wonted bloom ! 

ojv A'ljsra JiHTNtnvs noiwn t^hle, 

AT WfflClfkNTICU. 

WuKHK VeiitA's Noriiiun cuHtle still uprears 
ItH ral'ter'd hull, that o'er the grusiy foss, 
And Nf'.Htter'd Hiiity frugincnts, elnd in moss, 
On yonder a\.tc\) 'u\ \\\».WV )^\x\.^ vivv^^''^* - 
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Uigh-hung remains, the pride of warlike years. 
Old Arthur's board : on ihm capacious round 
Some British pen has sketch'd the names renown'd, 
In marks obscure, of his immortal peers. 
Though join'd by mag^c skill, with many a rhyme, 
The druid frame, unhonour'd, falls a prey 
To the slow vengeance of the wizard Time, 
And fade the British characters away ; 
Vet Spenser's page, that chants in verse sublime 
Those chiefs, shall live unconscious of decay. 



TO TffJE RIVER LODOJV* 

Ah ! what a weary race my feet have run. 
Since first I trod thy banks with alders crown'd^ 
And thought my way was all through fairy ground. 
Beneath thy azure sky, and golden sun : 
Inhere first my Muse to lisp her notes begun ! 
While pensive Memory traces back the round. 
Which fills the varied interval between ; 
Much pleasure, more of sorrow, marks the scene. 
Sweet native stream ! those skies and suns so pure 
No more retuim, to cheer my evening road ! 
Yet still one joy remains, that not obscure. 
Nor useless, all my vacant days have flow'd. 
From youth's g^y dawn to manhood's prime mature^ 
Nor with the Muse's laurel unbestow'd. 

* Near Bsnogstoke, Warton^i native coamry. 
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His country's hope, when now the blooming heir 
Has lost the parent's or the guardian's care ; 
Fond to possess, yet eager to destroy. 
Of each vain youth, say, what's the darling joy ? 
Of each rash frolic what's the source and end. 

His sole and first ambition what ? to spend. 

Some 'squires, to Gallia's cooks devoted dupes. 
Whole manors melt in sauce, or drown in soups : 
Another doats on fiddlers, till he sees 
His hills no longer crown'd with tow'ring trees ; 
Convinc'd too late that modern strains can move. 
Like those of ancient Greece, the' obedient grove 
In headless statues rich, and useless urns, 
Marmoreo from the classic tour returns. — 
But would ye learn, ye leisure-loving 'squires. 
How best ye Tu^i^ ^SA^S^^^ y^"'" prudent sires ; 
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How soonest soar to fashionable shame. 
Be damnM at once to ruin — and to fame ; 
By hands of grooms ambitious to be crown'd, 
O greatly dare to tread Olympic ground ! 

What dreams of conquest flush'd Hilario's breast, 
When the good knig'ht, at last, retir'd to rest ! 
Behold the youth with new-felt rapture mark 
Each pleasing prospect of the spacious park : 
That park, where beauties undisguised engage, 
I'hose beauties less tbe work of art than age ; 
In simple state where genuine Nature wears 
Her venerable dress of ancient years ; 
Where all the charms of chance with order meet. 
The rude, the gay, the graceful, and the great. 
Here aged oaks uprear their branches hoar. 
And form dark groves, which druids might adore : 
With meeting boughs, and deepening to the view. 
Here shoots the broad umbrageous avenue; 
Here various trees compose a chequered scene. 
Glowing in gay diversities of green : 
There the full stream, through intermingling glades. 
Shines a broad lake, or falls in deep cascades. 
Nor wants there hazle copse, or beechen lawn, 
To cheer with sun or shade the bounding fawn. 

And see the good old seat, whose gothic tow'rs 
Awful emerge from yonder tufted bow'rs ; 
Whose rafted hull the crowding tenants fied, 
And dealt to age and want their daily bread; 
Where crested knights with peerless damsels join'd, 
At high and solemn festivals have din'd ; 
Presenting oft fair Virtue's shining task. 
In mystic pageantries, aiid moral mask. 
But vain all ancient praise, or boast of birth, 
Vain all the palms of old heroic worth ! 
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At once a bankrupt and a prosperous heir, 
Hllario bets ; — ^park, house, dissolve in air. 
With antique armour hung, his trophied roomf 
Descend to gamesters, prostitutes^ and grooms. 
He sees his steel-clad sires^ and mothers nuld. 
Who bravely shook the lance^ or sweetly smil'd; 
All the fair series of the wbisker*d race. 
Whose pictured forms the stately gallery grace, 
Debas'd, abus'd, the price of ill-got gfold. 
To deck some tavetn vile, at auctions s<dd. 
The parish wonders at the' unopening door. 
The chimneys blaze, the tables groan, no more. 
Thick weeds around the' untrodden courts arise. 
And all the social scene in silenee lies. 
Himself, the loss politely to repair. 
Turns atheist^ fiddler, highwayman, or play^ : 
At length, the scorn, the shame, of man and God, 
Is doom'd to rub the steeds that once he rode. 

Ye rival youths, your golden hopes how vaini 
Your dreams of thousands on the listed plain ! 
Not more fantastic Sancho*s airy course. 
When madly mounted on the magic horse,* 
He piercM Heaven's opening spheres with daszled 
And seem'd to soar in visionary skies. [cyc*> 

Nor less, I ween, precarious is the meed 
Of young adventurers on tlie Muse's steed ; 
For poets have, hke you, their dcstin'd round. 
And ours is bat a race on classic ground. 

Long time, the child of patrimonial ease, 
Hippolitus, had cai'\''d sirloins in peace; 
Had quaiPd secure, unvex'd by toil or wife. 
The mild October of a private life : 

* Clatikno. See Dob CUuxote, B. ii. Chap. 41« W. 
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jLong liv'd, with calm domestic conquests crown'd, 
And kilPd his game on safe paternal ground ; 
And, deaf to Honour's or Ambition's call. 
With rural spoils adorn'd his hoary hall. 
As bland he pufTM the pipe o'ei^eekly news, 
His bosom kindles with sublimer views. [more ! 
Lo there, thy triumphs, TaafFe, thy palms, Port- 
Tempt him to stake his lands and treasur'd store, 
like a new bruiser on Broughtonic sand. 
Amid the lists our hero takes his stand ; 
Suck'd by the sharper, to the peer a prey. 
He rolls his eyes, that witness huge dismay ; 
When lo ! the chance of one inglorious heat 
Strips him of genial cheer and snug retreat. 
How awkward now he bears disgrace and dirt. 
Nor knows the poor's last refuge, to be pert ! — 
The shiftless beggar bears of ills the worst. 
At once with dulness and with hunger curst : 
And feels the tasteless breast equestrian fires ? 
And dwells such mighty rage in graver 'squires ? 

In all attempts, but for their country, bold, 
Biitain, thy conscript Counsellors behold ; 
(For some, perhaps, by fortune favour'd yet, 
May gain a borough, from a lucky bet,) 
Smit with the love of the laconic boot. 
The cap, and wig succinct, the silken suit, 
Mere modem Phaetons, usurp the rein, 
And scour in rival race the tempting plain. 
See, side by side, his Jockey and Sir John 
Discuss the' important point of ^ix to one. 
For oh ! the boasted privilege how dear. 
How great the pride, to gain a Jockey's ear ! — 
See, like a routed host, with headlong pace. 
Thy members pour simid the mingling x%.c^\ 

Voz. XXXIV, I i 
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All ask, what crowds the tumult could produce — 
Is Bedlam or the Commons all broke loose ? 
Their way nor reason guides, nor caution checks. 
Proud on a high bred thing to risk their necks. — 
Thy sages hear, amid the' admiring crowd. 
Adjudge the stakes, most eloquently loud ; 
With critic skill o*er dubious bets preside. 
The low dispute, or kindle, or decide : 
All empty wisdom, and judicious prate. 
Of distanced horses gravely fix the fate : 
And, with paternal care, unwearied watch 
O'er the nice conduct of a daring match. 

Meantime no more the mimic patriots rise. 
To guard Britannia's honour, warm and wise : 
No more in senates dare assert her laws. 
Nor pour the bold debate in Freedom's cause : 
Neglect the counsels of a sinking land. 
And know no rostrum, but Newmarket's stand. 

Is this the band of civil chiefs design'd 
On England's weal to fix the pondering mind ? 
"Who, while their country's rights are set to sale. 
Quit Europe's balance for the jockey's scale, 
O say, when least their sapient schemes are crost, 
Or when a nation or a match is lost ? 
Who dams and sires with more exactness trace. 
Than of their country's kings the sacred race : 
Think London journeys are the worst of ills; 
Subscribe to articles, instead of bills. 
Strangers to all our annalists relate. 
Theirs are the memoirs of the' equestrian state : 
Who, lost to Albion's past and present views, 
Heber,* thy chronicles alone peruse. 

<* Author of an HUtorical List of the Runniag Honei, &e. &e. 
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€ro on, brave youths, till in some future age 
IVhips shall become the senatorial badge ; 
Till England see her throning senators 
Meet all at Westminster, in boots and spurs ; 
See the whole house, with mutual frenzy mad. 
Her patriots all in leathern breeches clad : 
Of bets, not taxes, learnedly debate. 
And guide with equal reins — a steed or state. 

How would a virtuous Houhnhym* neigh disdain. 
To see his brethren brook the' imperious rein ; 
, Bear slavery's wanton whip, or g^alling goad. 
Smoke through the glebe, or trace the destin'd road; 
And, robb'd of manhood by the murderous knife* 
Sustain each sordid toil of servile life. 
Tet oh ! what rage would touch his generous mind> 
To see his sons of more than human kind ; 
A kind, with each exalted virtue blest. 
Bach gentler feeling of the liberal breast. 
Afford diversion to that monster base. 
That meanest spawn of man's half-monkey race ; 
In whom pride, avarice, ignorance, conspire. 
That hated animal, a Yahoo 'squire. 

How are the Therons of these modern days 
Chang'd from those chiefs who toil'd for Grecian 
"Who, fir'd with genuine glory's sacred lust, [bays ; 
Whirl'd the swift axle through the Pythian dust ! 
Theirs was the Pi^an olive's blooming spray, 
Theirs was the Theban bard's recording lay. [odds ? 
What though the grooms of Greece ne'er took the 
They won no bets, — but then they soar'd to Gods ; 
And more an Micro's palm, a Pindar's ode. 
Than all the' united plates of George bestow'd. 

* See Gulliver*! Travels; Voyage to the Hoahnhyms. W. 
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Greece ! how I kindle at thy mag^c name. 
Feel all thy warmth, and catch the kindred flame. 
Thy scenes sublime and awful visions rise 
In ancient pride before my musing eyes. 
Here Sparta's sons in mute attention hang. 
While just Lycurgus pours the mild harangue ; 
There Xerxes' hosts, all pale with deadly fear, 
Shrink at her fated hero's flashing spear. 
Here hung with many a lyre of silver string, 
The laureate alleys of Ilissus spring ; * 
And lo, where rapt in beauty's heavenly dream. 
Hoar Plato walks his oliv'd Academe. — 

Yet ah ! no more the land of arts and arms 
Delights wirh wisdom, or with virtue warms. 
Lo ' the stern Turk, with more than Vandal rage, 
Has blasted all the wreaths of andent age ; 
No more her groves by Fancy's feet are trod. 
Each Attic grace has left the lov'd abode. 
Fall'n is fair Greece ! by Luxury's pleasing bane 
SeducM, she drags a barbarous foreign chain. 

Britannia, watch ! O trim thy withering bays, 
Remember thou hast rivall'd Grxcia's praise. 
Great nurse of works divine ! Yet oh ! beware 
Lest thou the fate of Greece, my country, share. 
Sccal thy wonted worth with conscious pride. 
Thou too hast seen a Solon in a Hyde ; 
Hasl bade thine Edwards and thine Henries rear 
With Spartan fortitude the British spear ; 
Alike hast seen thy sons deserve the meed 
Or of the moral or the martial deed. 
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PROLOGUE 

ON THE 

OLD WINCHESTER PLAYHOUSE, 

OYER THE BUTCHEJl's SHAMBLES. 

Whoe'er oar stage examines, must excuse 
The wondrous shifts of the dramatic Muse ; 
Then kindly listen while the prologue rambles 
From wit to beef, from Shakspeare to the shambles ! 
Divided only by one Bight of 6tairs, , 

The monarch swaggers, and the butcher swears ! 
Quick the transition, when the curtain drops. 
From meek Monimia's moans to mutton chops ! 
While for Lothario's loss Lavinia cries. 
Old women scold, and dealers d — n your eyes ! 
Here Juliet listens to the gentle lark, 
There in harsh chorus hungry bull-dogs bark. 
Cleavers and scimitars give blow for blow. 
And heroes bleed above, and sheep below ! 
While tragic thunders shake the pit and box. 
Rebellows to the roar the staggering ox. 
Cow-horns and trumpets mix their martial tones. 
Kidneys and kings, mouthing and marrow-bones. 
Suet and sighs, blank verse and blood abound. 
And form a tragic-comedy around. 
With weeping lovers, dying calves complfdn. 
Confusion reigns— chaos is come again ! 
Hither your steelyards, butchers, bring to weigh 
The pound of flesh, Antonio's bond must pay ! 
Hither your knives, ye Christians clad in blue. 
Bring to be whetted by the ruthless Jew ! 

Ii2 
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liftrd in our lot, whO| Mldotn (loom'd to Mti 
CdM^ » shecpVeye on thb forbiitden trMtat** 
Cin/f on ■irloini, wliirli fth ! we cannot CtOTft, 
And in the midii of l«'g:« of mutton— fttftrve ! 
But woulrl yiM to our hotiM in crowik repAiti 
Ye grricrtiui cuptaini, und ye blooming F«bv 
Tlic fate o\ Tftntalui we shoukl not fcM*, 
Nor pinr for % rep«Mt tliat b to o«ftr. 
Monarcht no moro would suppcrUM rcnuiin. 
Nor prciptant qucena for cutlets long m vtin. 
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Potula eoilei. f lOll. 



Halm of my careit, sweet iolacc of my toils, 
liail, Juice bcniffnant ! O'er the costly cups 
Of rioi'Siirring wine, unwholesome draught, 
l^et Pride's loose sons prolong the wasteful night , 
My sober rvoning let the tankard bless, 
With toast embrownM,and fragrant nutmeg fraught, 
Wtiile the rich draught with oft-repeated wbiffs 
Tobacco mild improves. Divine repast ! 
Whcrc! no crude surfeit, or intemperate joyg 
Of lawless Hacchus reign i but o'er my soul 
A calm Lrthean creeps } in drowsy tranco 
Each thought subsides, and sweet oblivion wraps 
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My peaceful brain, as if the leaden rod 

Of magic Morpheus o'er mine eyes had shed 

Its opiate influence. What, though sore ills 

Oppress, dire want of chiU-dispelling coals 

Or cheerful candle (save the make-weight's gleam 

Haply remaining) heart-rejoicing Ale 

Cheers the sad scene, and every want supplies. 

Meantime, not tnindless of the daily task 
Of tutor sage, upon the learned leaves 
Of deep Smiglecius much I meditate ; 
"While Ale inspires, and lends its kindred aid. 
The thought-perplexing labour to pursue. 
Sweet Helicon of logic ! But if friends 
Congenial call me from the toilsome page. 
To Pot-house I repair, the sacred haunt. 
Where, Ale, thy votaries in full resort. 
Hold rites nocturnal. In capacious chair 
Of monumental oak and antique mould. 
That long has stood the rage of conquering yeara 
Inviolate, (nor in more ample chair 
Smokes rosy Justice, when the' important cause. 
Whether of ben -roost, or of mirthful rape. 
In all the majesty of paunch he tries) 
Studious of ease, and provident, I place 
My gladsome limbs ; while in repeated round 
Returns replenished the successive cup. 
And the brisk fire conspires to genial joy : 
"Whife haply, to relieve the lingering hours 
In innocent delight, amusive Putt 
On smooth joint-stool in emblematic play 
The vain vicissitudes of fortune shows. 
JHoT reckoning, name tremendous ! me disturb^ 
Vor, calPd for, chills my breast with sudden fear ; 
"WhU^ on the wonted door, ezprefsire mark. 



,')80 nmcAiiovt fikcm. 

The frequent penny itftndii described to view. 
In snowy characters and (pvceful row.-— 

Hail, Ticking ! sorest guardian of distress ! 
Beneath thy shelter, penny less I quaff 
The cheerful cup, nor hear with hopeless heart 
New oysters cry'd ; — though much the poet's friend^ 
Ne'er yet attempted in poetic strain. 
Accept this tribute of poetic praise ! 

Nor Proctor thrice with vocal heel alarms 
Our joys secure, nor deigns the lowly roof 
Of Pot-house snug to visit : wiser he 
l*hc splendid tavern haunts, or coffee-house 
Of James or Juggins, where the grateful breath 
Of loath'd tobacco ne'er diffused its balm ; 
nut the lewd spendthrift, falsely deem'd polite, 
Wliilc steams around the fragrant Indian bow), 
Oft damns the vulgar sons of humbler Ale: 
In vain — the Proctor's voice arre8ts their joys ; 
Just fate of wanton pride and loose excess ! 

Nor less by day delightful is thy draught. 
All-powerful Ale ! whose sorrow-soothing sweet* 
Oft I repeat in vacant afternoon, 
When talter'd stockings ask my mending hand 
Not imoxprrienc'd ; while the tedious toil 
Slides unregarded. Let the tender swain 
Kach morn regale on nerve-relaxing tea, 
Companion meet of lang\ior-loving nymph ; 
Jlo mine each morn with eager appetite 
And hunger undisscmbled, to repair 
To friendly buttery ; there on smoking crust 
And foaming Ale to banquet unrcstrain'd. 
Material breakfast I Tims in ancient days 
Our ancestors robust w ith hberal cups 
IJsherM the morn, unlike the squeamish sons 
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Of modern times: nor ever had the might 
Of Britons brave decay'd, bad thus they fed, 
'With British Ale improring British worth. 

With Ale irrig^ous, undismayed I hear 
The frequent dun ascend my lofty dome. 
Importunate .: whether the plaintive voice 
Of laundress shrill, awake my startled ear ; 
Or barber spruce, with supple look intrude ; 
Or tailor, with obsequious bow advance ; 
Or groom invade me, with defying front 
And stern demeanour, whose emaciate steeds 
(Whene'er or Phoebus shone with kindlier beams. 
Or luckier chance the borrowed boots supplied) 
Had panted oft beneath my gr^ring steel. 
In vain they plead or threat : all-powerful Ale 
Excuses new supplies, and each descends 
"With joyless pace, and debt-despairing looks : 
Ev'n Spacey with indignant brow retires. 
Fiercest of duns ! and conquer'd quits the field. 

Why did the Gods such various blessings pour 
On hapless mortals, from their grateful hands 
So soon the short-livM bounty to recal ? — 
Thus while, improvident of future ill, 
I quaff the luscious tankard uncontrolled. 
And thoughtless riot in unlicensed bliss ; 
Sudden (dire fate of all things excellent !) 
The' unpitying Bursar's crbss-afHxing hand 
Blasts all my joys, and stops my glad career. 
Nor now the friendly Pot-house longer yields 
A sure retreat, when night o'ershades the skies ; 
Nor Sheppard, barbarous matron, longer g^ves 
The wonted trust, and Winter ticks no more. 

Thus Adam, exil'd from the beauteous scenes 
Of Eden, griev'd, no more in fragrant bow'r 
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On fhiiti divine to feait, fresh shade ind rale 

No more to visit, or vine-mantled grot ; 

But, all forlorn, the dreary wildemeis 

And unrejoicing solitudes to trace : 

Thus too the matchless bard,* whose lay refounds 

The Splendid Shilling's praise, in nightly glooiii 

Of lonesome garret, pin'd for cheerful Ale % 

Whose steps in verse Miltonic I pursue, 

Mean follower : like him with honest love 

Of Ale divine inspir'd, and love of song. 

But long nuy bounteous Heaven with watchliil care 

Avert his hapless lot ! Enough for me 

That burning with congenial flame I dar'd 

His guiding steps at distance to pursue. 

And sing his favourite theme in kindred itninf . 



EPISTLE, 

SUPPOSED rnOM TUOMAS HBABHE, AlfTKlVABT, TO TBI 
AUTHOH OP ** THE CGMPAVIOir TO TBS OXFOBD 

GUIDE,*' &C. 

Fbiend of the moss-grown spire and crumbling 

arch, 
Who wont'st at eve to pace the long lost bounds 
Of lonesome Oscney • What malignant fiend 
Thy cloister-loving mind from ancient lore 
Hath base seducM ? urg'd thy apostate pen 
I'o drench deep wounds on antiquaries sage. 
And drag the venerable fathers forth, 

* John FhUipf. 
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Victims to laughter ? Cniel as the mandate 
Of mitred priests, whb Baskett late enjoin'd 
To throw aside the reverend letters black. 
And print fast-prayers in modem type ! — At this 
Lelandy and Willis, Dugdale, Tanner, Wood ; 
Illustrious names ! with Camden, Aubrey, Lloya, 
Scald their old cheeks with tears ! For once thev 

hop'd 
To seal thee for their own ! and fondly deem'd 
The Muses, at thy call, would crowding come 
To deck Antiquity with flowerets gay. 

But now may curses every search attend 
That seems inviting ! May'st thou pore in vain 
For dubious door-ways ! May revengeful moths 
Thy ledgers eat ! May chronologic spouts 
Retain no cipher legible ! May crypts 
Lurk undiscern'd ! Nor maynt thou spell the names 
Of saints in storied windows ! Nor the dates 
Of bells discover ! Nor the genuine site 
Of Abbot's pantries ! And may Godstowe veil. 
Deep from thy eyes profane, her gothic charms ! 



THE PROGRESS OF DISCOJsrTEJTT, 1746. 

Whxit now mature in classic knowledge, 
The joyful youth is sent to College, 
His father comes, a vicar plain. 
At Oxford bred — in Anna's reign. 
And thus, in form of humble suitor. 
Bowing accosts a reverend tutor ; 
" Sir, I'm a Glo'stershire divine. 
And this — ^roy eldest son of nine ; 



/ 
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My wife's ambition and my own 

Was — that this child should wear a gown : 

I'll warrant that his good behaviour 

Will justify your future favour ; 

And, for his parts, to tell the truth. 

My son's a very forward youth ; 

Has Horace all by heart — you'd wonder— 

And mouths out Homer's Greek like thundt 

If you'd examine — and admit him, 

A scholarship would nicely fit him ; 

That he succeeds 'tis ten to one ; 

Your vote and interest. Sir !" — 'Tis done. 

Our pupil's hopes, though twice defeated, 
Are with a scholarship completed : 
A scholarship but half maintains, 
And college rules are heavy chains : 
In garret dark lie smokes and puns, 
A prey to discipline and duns ; 
And now, intent on new designs. 
Sighs for a fellowship — and fines. 

When nine full tedious winters past, 
That utmost wish is crown'd at last : 
But the rich prize no sooner got. 
Again he quarrels with his lot : 
" These fellowships are pretty things. 
We live indeed like petty kings : 
Rut who can bear to waste his whole age 
Amid the dulness of a college, 
Debar*d the common joys of life. 
And that prime bhss — a loving wife ! 
O ! what's a table richly spread. 
Without a woman at its head ! 
Would some snug benefice but fall. 
Ye feasts, >fc dvi\\\ers farewell all ! 
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To offices I'd bid adieu. 

Of Dean, Vice ^raes. — of Bursar too; 

Come joys, that rural quiet yieldiy 

Come tythes, and house, and fmitfiil fields 1" 

Too fond of freedom and of ease 
A patron's vanity to please, 
Ijong time he watches, and by stealth, 
Each frail Incumbent's doubtful health ; 
At length, and in his fortieth year, 
A living drops — two hundred clear ! 
With breast elate beyond expression. 
He hurries down to take possession, 
With rapture views the sweet retreat— 
** What a convenient house ! how neat ! 
For fuel here's sufficient wood : 
Pray God the cellars may be good ! 
The garden — that must be new plann'd — 
Shall these old-fashion'd yew trees stand ?•— 
O'er yonder vacant plot shall rise 
The flowery shrub of thousand dyes :— 
Yon wall, that feels the southern ray, 
ShaH blush with ruddy fruitage gvy ; 
While thick beneath its aspect warm 
O'er well-rang'd hives the bees shall swarm, 
From which, ere long, of golden gleam 
Metheglin's luscious juice shall stream t 
Tliis awkward hut, o'ergrown with ivy, 
We'll alter to— a modern privy : 
Up yon. green slope of hazels trim. 
An avenue so cool and dim 
Shall to an harbour, at the end« 
In spite of gout, entice a friend. 
My predecessor lov'd devotion — 
But of a garden had no notion." 

Vox. XXXI V. K k 



Hat r»ft»)^ 4aci9r« b«»^« 4<of»« womi* : 

V<»t «lMt Clio 49ftfv« (io4 m«lpe bir«b w^ik^, 

VfK^ioftM I4« Oi9t|g;f»fo^r9 n^ tQ (i*t§rrid i 
f^iuU kin cUufehwi^^t^m h^v» ^tie^rmi^ 
UiH\i \n igood \U{uor «a4 good Uwn^ i 
WHU iytl^« kin ^Mfm r^plM^ U^ m^, 
Atid cUuckUn (^*0f bU #Mrf»l^'f«^ i 

l^iiiitfti li (ilei:k i«ttr« with purple hoaftin^, 
'I'm nUurti iUti mm^iUly club'tt ctirot4«it)^{ 

Auti— but an Huit4Ay» — hear* do Udlsi 
rtKiMitt pretjeiiU at tii« choicest fruit, 
A ltd pfurttifei Uimntiif aticU tmpltititi aUooii 

I'lid ctti'lietit inttthin^ af the y^t^r* 
rhiiiktt nHnrniUm iUtirmin^ work i«, 
Kttt:p4 Httiitfttn coi'ktit and f^adti UU turkeys ; 
iUMn in U\9 cop«tt H fiivouHt^ bench, 
Ami tjiores (he pond with cupp wwl teiich,"- 

llut ah ! too iioon \M thoiigfhtletM breMi 
Hy t.tii'tici 4ome8t)<J jti oppreiit { 
Att'l M ihiid butcher'tt bill, md hrewiiif^:, 
riti'^utca iiievitabte ruin < 
lor iihihireii fpti«h expennei yet, 
AiiU UUl^y now far «chool ii i^t 
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Why did I sell my college life 
(He cries) for benefice and wife ? 
Return, ye days, when endless pleasure 
I found in reading, or in leisure ! 
When calm around the common-room 
I puflfd my daily pipe's perfume ! 
Rode for a stomach, and inspected. 
At annual bottlings, corks selected : 
And din'd untax'd, untroubled, under 
The portrait of our pious Founder ! 
When impositions were supplied 
To light my pipe— -or sooth my pride — 
No cares were then for forward peas, 
A yearly-longing wife to please ; 
My thoughts no christening dinners crost. 
No children cried for butter*d toast : 
And every night I went to bed. 
Without a Modus in my head !" 

Oh ! trifling head, and fickle heart ! 
Chag^in'd at whatso'er thou art ; 
A dupe to follies yet untry'd. 
And sick of pleasures, scarce en^oj'd ! 
Each prize possessed, thy transport ceases, 
And in pursuit alone it pleases. 



THE PffjiETOY, 

▲BTD THE GITE-HOBSX-CHATll. 

At Blag^veV once upon a time, 
There stood a Phaeton sublime : 

* Blagrave, well known at Ozfotd for letting oat carriages, 

1763. W 



UnMiUied by Uie dufty nwl, 
Itf wheelf with rccunt orimKon ||;low*d » 
lu sidf » diipUy'd s du/xlinfc bue« ' 
lu hitrn^M i'igUi, iu Iming new : 
No *cheiTi<i-en»mour'd youth, 1 ween» 
SurveyM ttie f^aily drck'd nMicb>nef 
But fonilly lonf^'d to teize the reinfy 
And whirl oVr CamptAeldV tempting plaiiM. 
Meantime it chanc'd, th«; bard at b«nd 
A One-HorHe-CbAir had took itt itiind : 
Wtien ttius our vohiole begun 
To fneer the lucklew btii»e and One ;— 
** How could m\ mMter pitce roe bere 
Within tiiy vulgar atmoaphere f 
Prom clavaie ground pray wtiift tby ataUoiit 
Tfiou icorn of Otfon] education t — 
Vour homely make, helicve me, man, 
Ik rjuite upon the gothic plan { 
And you, and alt your v^lumny kind. 
For lowest purpoitra det^ign'd : 
Fit only, with a one-ey*d marc. 
To drag, for benefit of air. 
The country paraon'i pregimnt wife. 
Thou friend of dull domestic life I 
Or, with hiM maid and aunt, to school 
To carry Dicky on a atool : 
Or, bapiy, to some christening gay 
A brace of godmotbera convey- 
or, when bleat Saturday prepares 
For l^ondon tra^lesmen rest from cares, 
'Tis tliine to make them happy one day, 
Companion of their genial Sunday ! 

• In tlt« roa4 to MttuMm. W. 
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'Tis thine, o'er turnpikes newly made, 
IVhen timely showers the dust have laid. 
To bear some alderman serene 
To fragprant Hampstead's sylvan scene. 
Nor higher scarce thy merit rises 
Among the polisliM sons of Isis. 
Hir'd for a solitary, crown, 
Canst thou to schemes invite the gown ? 
Go, tempt some prig, pretending taste. 
With hat new cock'd, and newly lac'd, 
O'er mutton chops, and scanty wine. 
At humble Dorchester to dine ! 
Meantime remember, lifeless drone ! 
I cary bucks and bloods alone. 
And oh ! whene'er the weather's friendly, 
"What inn at Abingdon or Henley, 
But still my vast importance feels, 
And glady greets my entering wheels ! 
And think, obedient to the thong. 
How yon gay street we smoke along : 
While all with envious wonder view 
The corner turn'd so quick and true." 

To check an upstart's empty pride. 
Thus sage, the One-Horse-Chair replied : 

« Pray, when the consequence is weigh'd. 
What's all your spirit and parade ? 
From mirth to grief what sad transitions. 
To broken bones and impositions ! 
Or if no bones are broke, what's worse. 
Your schemes make work for Glass and Nourse.*-— 
On us pray spare your keen reproaches. 
From One-Horse-Chairs men rise to Coaches ; 

* Siurgeoni in Oxford. 



If calm DUcretioii't tUmdhttt btiid 
With cautiouf skUl the reins conmimd. 
From me fiur HeaHh'f freih fbuntain fpringiy 
(Ver me toft Smignett tpreadf her wings : 
And Innocence reflects her ny 
To gild my cslm sequestered way : 
Ev'n kings might quit their state to share 
Contentment and a One-Horse-€hair.— - 
What though, o'er yonder echoing street 
Your rapid wheels resound so sweet; 
Shall isit' tons thus rainly prize 
A Hattle of a larger itze ?*' 

Blagrave, who during the dispute 
Stood in a corner snug and mute^ 
SurprisMi no doubt, in lofty verse 
To hear his Carriages converse, 
With tfolemn face, o'er Oxford ale, 
To mc (iiscIoiM this wondrous tale : 
1 itrait despatch'd it to the Muse, 
Who brutli'd it up for Jackson's news. 
And, what has oft been pen'd in proie, 
Added this moral at the close : 

" Things may be useful, though obscure ; 
Tlie pace that's slow is often sure : 
When empty pageantries we prize, 
We raise but dust to blind our tyea. 
The Golden Mean can best bestow 
Safety for unsubitantuJ show." 
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ODE TO A OBIZZLE WIG. 

BY ▲ CFXITTLEMAir WHO HAD JUST LEVT OFS HIS BOB. 

All hailj ye Curls, that ranged in reverend row. 
With snowy pomp my conscious shoulders hide ! 
That fall beneath in venerable flow. 
And crown my brows above with feathery pride ! 

High on your summit Wisdom's mimic'd sdr 
Sits thron'd, with Pedantry her solemn sire ; 
And in her net of awe-diffusing' hair 
Entangles fools, and bids the crowd admire. 

O'er every lock, that floats in full display. 
Sage Ignorance her gloom scholastic throws ; 
And stamps o'er all my yisage, once so gay. 
Unmeaning Gravity's serene repose. 

Can thus large wigs our reverence engage ? 
Have barbers thus the power to blind our eyes ^ 
Is science thus confer'd on every sage. 
By Bayliss, Blenkinsop, and lofty Wise ?* 

But thou,farewell, my Bob ! whose thin-wove thatch 
Was stor'd with quips and cranks, and wanton wiles 
That love to live within the one-curl'd Scratch, 
With fun, and all the family of smiles. 

Safe in thy privilege, near Isis' brook, 
Whole afternoons at Wolvercote I quaif 'd ; 
At eve my careless round in High-Street took^ 
And call'd at Jolly's for the casual draught. 

* EmiaeBt pefulEMnikciH lit OifdtA. N7 . 
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No more the wherry feels my stroke so true ; 
At skittles, in a Grizzle, can I play ? 
Woodstock, farewell ! and Walling^ord, adieu ! 
Where many a scheme reliev'd the lingering day. 

Such were the joys that once Hilario crown'd, 
Ere grave Preferment came my peace to rob : 
Such are the less s^mbitious {Pleasures found 
Beneath the Lipeat of an humble ])ob. 



THE CASTLE BARBER'S SOLILOQUr, 

WBITTEH IX THE I.ATE WAB. 

I WHO with such success — alas ! till 

The war came on — have shav'd the Castle ; 

Who by the nose, with hand unshaken, 

The boldest heroes oft have taken ; 

In humble strain am doom*d to mourn 

My fortune chang'd, and state forlorn ! 

My soap scarce ventures into froth. 

My razors rust in idle sloth ! 

Wisdom !* to you my verse appeals ; 

You share the griefs your Barber feels : 

Scarce comes a student once a whole age. 

To stock your desolated college. 

Our trade how ill an army suits ! 

This comes of picking up recruits. 

Lost IS the robber's occupation ; 

No robbing thrives — ^but of the nation : 

For hardy necks no rope is twisted. 

And ev'n the hangman's self is listed.— > 
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Thy publishers, O mighty Jackson ! 
l¥ith scarce a scanty coat their backs on» 
Warning to youth no longer teach. 
Nor live upon a dying speech. 
In cassock clad, for want of breeches. 
No more the castle chaplain preaches. 
Oh ! were our troops but safely landed. 
And every regiment disbanded ! 
They'd make, I trust, a new campaign 
On Henley's hill, or Campsfi eld's plain : 
Dettin'd at home in peaceful state. 
By me fresh sbav'd, to meet their fate ! 

Regard, ye justices of peace ! 
The Castle Barber's piteous case : 
And kindly make some snug addition, 
To better bis distrest condition. 
Not that I mean, by such expressions, 
To shave your worships at the sessions j 
Or would, with vain presumption big. 
Aspire to comb the judge's wig : 
Far less ambitious thoughts are mine. 
Far humbler hopes my views confine.-— . 
Then think not that I ask amiss : 
My small request is only this. 
That I, by leave of Leigh or Pardo, 
May, with the Castle — shave Bocardo.* 

Thus, as at Jesus oft I've heard. 
Rough servitors in Wales prefer'd. 
The Joneses, Morgans, and Ap-Rices, 
Keep fiddles with their Benefices. 

* Tlie name of a praon in Oifonl. 
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TUB OXFOHD ^KWHMAX'H VRBHEH, 

worn ms rK4» 1760, 

Turiift of Ui« Vulmn, my H»ftUtn iU»r i 
That crown th« m^monhh yet^r *. 
Come (ill tine gU»#t my he«rt» of jgr^^M, 
To BrtUiii'« Hefo<;8 brf«k iin4 bo14 ( 
WliiUs bto rhym« I fHtrtve to turn ftU 
l*h6 fAin'd event* of mMy « JoumsL 

Frunce feed* Uer «o0f on rnenj^e i>^p# 
'I'wiM b(efi«« they loH tbeir Gtiidflk^p^ ; 
WliMt though they drem m &ne wid ^*tity ^ 
T\it*y coul4 not keep Mf^tipAMtite, 
T\mr form in Afrle eoul4 not rq»«l 
Tilt* iUunilar of undmnted Kepp^l ; 
Brti^e Comnmdofc f how we iwiore ye 
For ^ivin^ ui wiccew ut Cioree. 
'Ilcondttro^tt, and Nitigart, 
llttk<; etich true linton Ming O raire 1 1 
1 truiti the tttking of Oown-Point 
lluM put PrencJi courage out of joint. 
Can we forget the timely check 
Wolfe gave Uie acoundreU at Quebec ^*— 
That ftanje hat; sU^pM n»y glad career,-^ 
Vour faithful Newwman drop* a tear!— 

Hut other triurnpiiii wtill remain, 
And rouwc to glee my rhynjes again. 

On MindenS plain)*, ye nieek Mounaecw! 
Remember Kingttley's grenuilierM, 

• li#tbrtf il)k pliM^ (HI tli*> bmvtf Wo|&( ytti w\tk thu «uU' 
fiuttutn mC lirvt lirAonK *lMt la« trat/fM wertt vkuttimnt. 'f1*e 



BinCOBOVS FIBGX8. 395 

You vainly thought to ballarag us 
With your fine squadron off Cape Lagos ; 
But when Boscawen came, La Clue* 
Sheer'd off, and look'd confounded blue. 
Conflans,f all cowardice and puff, 
Hop'd to demolish hardy Duff; 
But soon unlook'd-for guns o'eraw'd him, 
Hawke darted forth, and nobly claw'd him. 
And now their vaunted Formidable 
Lies captive to a British cable. 
Would you demand the glorious cause 
Whence Britain every trophy draws ? 
You need not puzzle long your wit ; — 
JPame, from her trumpet, answers — Pitt ! 



FOn THE TEAR 1767. 

Dismal the news, which Jackson's yearly bard 
Each circling Christmas brings — " The times are 

hard !" 
There was a time when Granby's grenadiers 
Trim'd the lac'd jackets of the French Mounseers : 
When every week produced some lucky hit. 
And all our paragraphs were plann'd by Pitt. 
We Newsmen drank — as England's heroes fought. 
While every victory procured — a pot. 
Abroad, we conquer'd France, and humbled Spain; 
At home, rich harvests crown'd the laughing pUdn. 
Then ran in numbers free the Newsman's verses, 
Blithe were our hearts, and full our leathern puraos. 

* The French Adminl. W. 
t Another FreBeh Admiral. W. 
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Hut now, no more the itream of plentv ilowi^ 
No more new conqueiti warm the Newtman'i note. 
Our •hatter'd cottagei admit the rain. 
Our infant! stretch their hands for bread in rain. 
All hope if fled» our families are undone i 
Proviiioni all arc carried up to London ; 
Our copious g^ranaries distillers thin, 
Who raise our bread— but do not cheapen gin. 
The' effects of eiportation still we rue ; 
I wish the' exporters were exported too ! 
In every Pot-house is unpaid our score ; 
And generous Captain Jolly ticks no more! 
Yet still in store some happiness remalnib 
Some triumphs that may grace these annual straiai. 
Misfortunes past no longer I repeat — 
George has declar'd — that we again shall eat. 
Swret Willhclniiny,* npitc of wind and tide, 
Of Denmark's monarch shines the blooming bride: 
She's fcone ! but there's another in her stead, 
Por of a princess Charlottc'sf brought to bed:— 
Oh, could I hut have hud one single sup. 
One single Mniff, at (Jhurlotte's caudle-cup!— 
I hear— (lod bleHs it — 'tis a charming girl, 
80 here's her h ultli in half a pint of purl. 
But much I fear, this rhyme-exhausted song 
Has kept you from your Cliristmas cheer too long. 
Our poor endeavours view with gracious eye, 
And hake tliesc lines beneath a Christmas-Pie ! 



* Or nthf r Cnroline MstHdi, marrlt^ bi 1706. 
t PrinctTH Cliarlotts Augutia Mmilds, hum Vpc. 99, 19M, 
awl marrlol to Vrederis WUliam duke of WirtoBbcig, Msy 1> 

1797. 
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Still shall the Newsman's annual rhymes 

Complain of taxes and the times ? 

£ach year our Copies shall we make on 

The price of butter, bread, and bacon ? 

Forbid it, all ye powers of verse ! 

A happier subject I rehearse. 

Farewell distress and gloomy cares ! 

A merrier theme my Muse prepares. 

For lo ! to save us, on a sudden, 

In shape of porter, beef, and pudding, 

Though late. Electioneering comes ! — 

Strike up, ye trumpets, and ye drums ! 

At lengfth we change our wonted note. 

And feast, all winter, on a vote. 

Sure, canvassing was never hotter ! 

But whether Harcourt, Nares, or Cotter,* 

At this grand crisis will succeed. 

We Freemen have not yet decreed. — 

Methinks, with mirth your sides are shaking. 

To hear us talk of Member-making ! 

Yet know, that we direct the state ; 

On us depends the nation's fate. — 

What though some doctor's cast-oflT wig 

O'ershades my pate, not worth a fig ; 

My whole apparel in decay ; 

My beard unshav'd— on New- Year's day ; 

In me behold (the land's protector) 

A Freeman, Newsman and Elector ! 

Though cold, and all unshod, my toes ;— 

My brcfast for Britain's freedom glows :— - 

• Candidates for the city oC Osfotd, H^ . 
Voi. XXXIV. 1-1 
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Though tum'd, by poverty, my coat. 
It ne'er was turn'd — to give a vote. 

Meantime, howe'er improvM our fate is 
By jovial cups, each iCvening, gratis ; 
Forget not, midst your Christmas cheer. 
The customs of the coming year : — 
In answer to this short Epistle, 
Your tankard send, to wet our whistle ! 



FOR THE TEAR 171[0, 

As now petitions are in fashion 
With the first patriots of the nation ; 
In spirit high, in pocket low, 
We patriots of the Butcher-Row, 
Thus, like our betters, ask redress 
For high and mighty grievances, 
Real, though penn'd in rhyme, as those 
Which oft our Journal gives in prose : — 

" Ye rural 'squires, so plump and sleek, 
Who study — Jackson, once a week ; 
While now your hospitable board 
With cold sirloin is amply stor'd ; 
And old October, nutmeg'd nice. 
Send us a tankard and a slice ! 
Ye country parsons, stand our friends, 
While now the driving sleet descends ! 
Give us your antiquated canes. 
To help us through the miry lanes ; 
Or with a rusty grizzle wig 
This Christmas deign our pates to rig. 
Ye noble gem'men of the Gown, 
View not out t^t^^^ m\.\x% frown ! 
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But, in return for quick despatches. 

Invites us to your buttery hatches ! 

Ye too, whose houses are so handy. 

For coffee, tea, rum, wine, and brandy ; 

Pride of fair Oxford's gawdy streets. 

You too our strain submissive greets ! 

Hear Horseman, Spindlow, King, and Harper !• 

The weather sure was never sharper : — 

Matron of Matrons, Martha Baggs! 

Dram your poor Newsman clad in ragp ! 

Dire mischiefs folks above are brewing. 

The nation's — and the Newsman's ruin ;— 

*Tii^ yours our sorrows to remove j 

And if thus generous ye prove ; 

For friends so good we're bound to pray 

Till — next returns a New-Year's Day ! 

•* Giv'n at our melancholy cavern. 
The cellar of the Sheep's-Head Tavern." 



FOR THE YEAR 1771. 

Deliciotts news — a war with Spain ! 
New rapture fires our Christmas strain. 
Behold, to strike each Briton's eyes. 
What bright victorious scenes arise ! 
What paragraphs of English glory 
Will master Jackson set before ye ! 
The governor of Buenos Ayres 
Shall dearly pay for his vagaries ; 
For whether North, or whether Chatham, 
Shall rule the roast, we must have-at-'em : 

• Keepen of noted coffee-hooiei in Oifiwd* W* 
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Galloens — Havannah — Porto Bello, — 

Ere long, will make the nation mellow : — 

Our late trite themes we view with scorn, 

Bellas the bold, and parson Home : 

Nor more, through many a tedious winter, 

The triumphs of the patriot Squinter, 

The Ins and Outs, with cant eternal, 

Shall crowd each column of our Journal. — 

After a dreary season past. 

Our turn to live is come at last : 

Gen'rals, and Admirals, and Jews, 

Contractors, Printers, Men of News, 

All thrive by war, and line their pockets, 

And leave the works of peace to blockheads. 

But stay, my Muse, this hasty fit — 
The war is not declared as yet : 
And we, though now so blithe we sing, 
May all be press'd to serve the King ! 
Therefore, meantime, our Masters dear. 
Produce your hospitable cheer : — 
While we, with much sincere delight, 
(Whether we publish news — or fight) 
Like England's undegenerate sons. 
Will drink — confusion to the Dons ! 
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■HHi iiitMiiNiMia rir.i »«. 

Itnllnriia llnvuiiiiiili I'nrln Itrlln, 

r.ir l<iti|f. will lliitkr tlir iiulinii liirllow 

llili- liil< Itilr llirinra \vr virw Willi M-nrii, 

llrlluB ilii' ImiI'I, uihI puiQiiii llut'iir- 

Nni* iiioir, llii'iMi^rli niiiiiv h IrilmnM wiitlrr, 

'I'lir liiiiiii|ilia III llir |iuliiiil Hi|iiiiilri-, 

'liir. Ill* iiiiil Ihila, Willi I uiil rtrriiul, 

Miiull I t'nvil rai li i iilmiiii til iiiii- Juiiriiitl. 

Allri Uiliriiiy m u«iili |iM«l, 

Mill till II l>* livr iQ t iiiiir ul Inal 

l<rh*|-uia. ■i|i| Ailiiiiruiii. uml ,|rwa, 

(!iitilru< lura. I'litilrrn. Mrn ul Nrwm, 

All liii'ivi- liy war, uml liiir llirir piiflirlM, 

Ami Iravr llir worka of \iri»t r lo tilur liliraila 

lliil aluy, my Mnar, llii« Imvly lit 
*rlir wur i« iiiil ilnlniM iia yrl 
Aii'l iv, l|iiiii)/li now an lilillir wr Qiii|r, 
Muy III! In |iii QaM hiQfivr llir Kiiijr ' 
I Im*i< liii ' , UK Mill I llir, fill I Miidti IQ ill- HI, 
l*l'iii|ll'( V'flil llfia|iitrf|i|r f III r I 
Willie wr, Willi HMH li eilii I ir iir|||rlil, 
' VVIinllii I wi- |ii|IiIibIi iirwa Iff li|;ltl/ 
l.iki I'liiff liiiii'a iimi' )f <- III I ulr annQ. 
Will iliiiih I unfiiaiiiii lo tlir llnna' 
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Though turn'd, by poverty, my coat, 
It ne'er wai turn'd— -to give a vote. 

Meantime, howe'er improv'd our fate ii 
By jovial cupi, eaeh 4svening, gratis ; 
Forget not, roidit your Chriitmas cheer, 
The cuntomf of the coming year :-* 
In aniwer to this short Epiitle, 
Your tankard tend, to wet our whiatle 
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FOR THE YEAH 1770. 

Ai now petitions are in fashion 
"With the first patriots of the nation ; 
In spirit high, in pocket low, 
"We patriots of the Butcher-Row, 
Tlius, like our betters, ask redress 
For high and mighty grievances, 
Real, though penn'd in rhyme, as those 
Which oft our Journal gives in prose :«— 

" Ye rural 'squires, so plump and sleek. 
Who study — Jackson, once a week ; 
While now your hospitable board 
With cold sirioin is amply stor*d ; 
And old October, nutmeg'd nice, 
Send us a tankard and a slice ! 
Ye country parsons, stand our friends, 
While now the driving sleet descends ! 
Give us your antiquated canes. 
To help us through the miry lanes ; 
Or with a rusty grizzle wig 
I'his Christmas deign our pates to rig. 
Ye noble gem'men of the Gown, 
View not our ^tn^a witU a frown ? 



•HHi iiirMOHoiffi riRrxR. 

liullor.iiH — llnvaniiali — I'oiin licllo, — 

Krr IfMiK* v'l ninkc tlir iiatioii tricUow : — 

Our lull' tritr thrmcH wr virw with Hconi, 

llrlluH till* liolil, ami parHon lliirnc : 

Nor morr, thriHif^h many a ff^dioiiii winter, 

Thr trill in pliN of llir patriot Hr|uintf!r, 

Thr Inn and Outu, with cant eternal, 

Hhall crowd each roliimii of our Journal. — 

Aftfr a fliTary Hcaaon pant, 

Our turn to live in comr at lanl : 

f irn'rnlH, and Admirals, ami Jcwn, 

OoiitranlorH, I'rintrni, Mrn of Newa, 

All thrive by war, and liiir their pockcta, 

Anil Iravr tlir workN of peace to blockheada. 

Hut Ntay, rny Muni*, thin haaty fit — 
'I'lir war in not derlnrM an yet : 
Aiirl wf, tlionf^h now ho iilithf: we Hiiig, 
May sill III- prcNH'd to Hcrvc thr Kiii^'! 
riHTJ'Forr, uiraiitiinr, our MuHtrrH dear, 
I'rodiiri- your liOHpitiihle cln:rr  — 
Wliilp we, with uiiicli Hiiircrr drli^^ht, 
rwliclhrr wr piihliHJi iirwH — or i'n^]i\) 
l.ikr Kii)(lniid*H iiiidr)(-('nrratr> hoiih, 
Will firiiik ^roiifiiHion to the Don.s ' 
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